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UNE VIE 

0», The History of a Heart 
CHAPTER I 

THE HOME BY THE SEA 

T he weather was most distressing. It had 
rained all night. The roaring of the over- 
flowing gutters filled the deserted streets, in 
which the houses, like sponges, absorbed the humid- 
ity, which penetrating to the interior, made the walls 
sweat from cellar to garret. Jeanne had left the 
convent the day before, free for all time, ready to 
seize all the joys of life, of which she had dreamed 
so long. She was afraid her father would not set 
out for the new home in bad weather, and for the 
. hundredth time since daybreak she examined the 
horizon. Then she noticed that she had omitted to 
put her calendar in her travelling bag. She took 
from the wall the little card which bore in golden 
figures the date of the current vear, 1819. Then 
she marked with a pencil the first four columns, 
drawing a line through the name of each saint up 
to the 2d of May, the day that she left the convent. 
A voice outside the door called “Jeannette.” Jeanne 
replied, “Come in, papa.” And her father entered. 
Baron Simon-Jacques Le Perthuis des Vauds was a 
I 
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gentleman of the last century, eccentric and good. 
An enthusiastic disciple of Jean Jacques Rousseau, 
he had the tenderness of a lover for nature, in the 
fields, in the woods and in the anismals. Of aristo- 
eratic birth, he hated instinctively the year 1793. 
hut being a philosopher by temperament and liberal 
by education, he execrated tyranny with an inoffen- 
sive and declamatory hatred. His great strength 
and his great weakness was his kind-heartedness, 
which had not arms enough to caress, to give, to 
embrace; the benevolence of a god, that gave freely, 
without questioning; in a word, a kindness ot inertia 
that became almost a vice. A man of theory, he 
thought out a plan of education for his daughter, to 
the end that she might become happy, good, upright 
and gentle. She had lived at home until the age of 
twelve, when, despite the tears of her mother, sh%, 
was placed in the Convent of the Sacred Heart. He 
had kept her severely secluded, cloistered, in igno- 
rance of the secrets of life. He wished the Sister* 
to restore her to him pure at seventeen years of 
age, so that he might imbue her mind with a sort 
of rational poetry, and by means of the fields in the 
midst of the fruitful earth, unfold her soul, enlighten 
her ignorance through the aspect of love in nature, 
through the simple tenderness of the animals, 
through the placid laws of existence. She was leav- 
ing the convent radiant, full of the joy of life, ready 
for all the happiness, all the charming incidents 
which her mind had pictured in her idle hours and 
in the long, quiet nights. She was like a portrait 
by Veronese with her fair, glossy hair, which seemed 
to cast a radiance on her skin, a skin with the faint- 
Mt tioge of pink, softened by a light velvety down 
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whkh could be perceived when the sun kissed her 
cheek. Her eyes were an opaque blue, like those of 
Dutch porcelain figures. She had a tiny mole on her 
left nostril and another on the right of her chin. 
She was tall, well developed, with willowy figure. 
Her clear voice sounded at times a little too sharp, 
but her frank, sincere laugh spread joy around her. 
Often, with a familiar gesture, she would raise her 
hands to her temples as if to arrange her hair. 

She ran to her father and embraced him warmly. 
"Well, are we going to start?’* she said. He smiled, 
shook his head and said, pointing toward the win* 
dow, “How can we travel in such weather?” But 
she implored in a cajoling and tender manner, “Oh, 
papa, do let us start. It will clear up in the after- 
noon.” “But your mother will never consent to it** 
“Yes, I promise you that she will, I will arrange 
that** “If you succeed in persuading your motheri 
I am perfectly willing.” In a few moments she re- 
turned from her mother’s room, shouting in a voice 
that could be heard all through the house, “Papa, 
papa, mamma is willing. Have the horses har- 
nessed.” The rain was not abating; one might al- 
most have said that it was raining harder when the 
carriage drove up to the door. Jeanne was ready ta 
step in when the baroness came downstairs, sup- 
ported on one side hy her husband and on the other 
by a tall housemaid, strong and .strapping as a boy* 
She was a Norman woman of the country of Caux, 
who looked at least twenty, although she was but 
eighteen at the most. She was treated by the family 
as a second daughter, for she was Jeanne’s foster 
sister. Her name was Rosalie, and her chief duty 
lay in guiding the steps of her mistress, who had 
3 
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grown enormous in the last few years and also had 
an affection of the heart, which kept her complaining 
eoixtinually. The baroness, gasping from over^ 
exertion, finally reached the doorstejp of the old resi* 
dence, looked at the court where the water was 
streaming and remarked: “It really is not wise/* 
Her husband, always pleasant, replied: “It was you 
who desired it, Madame Adelaide/* He always pre- 
ceded her pompous name of Adelaide with the title 
madame with an air of half respectful mockery. 
Madame mounted with difficulty into the carriage, 
causing all the springs to bend. The baron sat beside 
her, while Jeanne and Rosalie were seated opposite, 
with their backs to the horses. Ludivine, the cook, 
brought a heap of wraps to put over their knees and 
two baskets, which were placed under the seats; 
then she climbed on the box beside Father Simonf 
wrapping herself in a great rug which covered her 
completely. The porter and his wife came to bid 
them good-by as they^- closed the carriage door, tak- 
ing the last orders about the trunks, which were to 
follow in a wagon. So they started. Father Simon, 
the coachman, with head bowed and back bent in 
the pouring rain, was completely covered by his box 
coat with its triple cape. The howling storm beat 
upon the carriage windows and inundated the high- 
way. 

They drove rapidly to the wharf and continued 
alongside the line of tall-masted vessels until they 
reached the boulevard of Mont Riboudet Then they 
crossed the meadows, where from time to time a 
drowned willow, its branches drooping limply, could 
be faintly distinguished through the mist of rain. 

4 
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No one spoke. Their minds themselves seemed to 
be saturated with moisture like the earth. 

The baroness leaned her head against the cushions 
and closed her eyes. The baron looked out with 
mournful eyes at the monotonous and drenched 
landscape, Rosalie, with a parcel on her knee, was 
dreaming in the dull reverie of a peasant But 
Jeanne, under this downpour, felt herself revive 
like a plant that has been shut up and has just been 
restored to the air, and so great was her joy that, 
like foliage, it sheltered her heart from sadness. 
Although she did not speak, she longed to burst out 
singing, to reach out her hands to catch the rain 
that she might drink it. She enjoyed to the full 
being carried along rapidly by the horses, enjoyed 
gazing at the desolate landscape and feeling herself 
under shelter amid this general inundation. Beneath 
the pelting rain the gleaming backs of the two 
horses emitted a warm steam. 

Little by little the baroness fell asleep, and pres- 
ently began to snore sonorously. Her husband 
leaned over and placed in her hands a little leather 
pocketbook. 

This awakened her, and she looked at the pocket- 
book with the stupid, sleepy look of one suddenly 
aroused. It fell off her lap and sprang open and 
gold and bank bills were scattered on the floor of 
the carriage. This roused her completely, and 
Jeanne gave vent to her mirth in a merry peal of 
girlish laughter. 

The baron picked up the money and placed it on 
her knees. “This, my dear,” he said, “is all that is 
left of my farm at Eletot. I have sold it — so as to 
S 
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be able to repair the Toplars/ where we shall often 
Mve in the future/' 

She counted six thousand four hundred francs and 
quietly put them in her pocket This was the ninth 
of thirty-one farms that they had inherited which 
they had sold in this way. Nevertheless they still 
possessed about twenty thousand livres income an- 
nually in land rentals, which, with proper care, 
would have yielded about thirty thousand francs a 
year. 

Living simply as they did, this income would have 
sufficed had there not been a bottomless hole always 
open in their house — ^kind-hearted generosity. It 
dried up the money in their hands as the sun dries 
the water in marshes. It flowed, fled, disappeared. 
How? No one knew. Frequently one would say to 
the other, “I don't know how it happens, hut I hav^ 
spent one hundred francs to-day, and J have bought 
nothing of any consequence.” This faculty of giving 
was, however, one of the greatest pleasures of their 
life, and they all agreed on this point in a superb 
and touching manner. 

Jeanne ard-ed her father, “Is it beautiful now, my 
castle?” The baron replied, “You shall see, my 
little girl.” 

The storm began to abate. The vault of clouds 
seemed to rise and heighten and suddenly, through 
a rift, a long ray of sunshine fell upon the fields, 
and presently the clouds separated, showing the blue 
firmament, and then, like the tearing of a veil, the 
opening grew larger and the beautiful azure sky, 
clear and fathomless, spread over the world. A 
fresh and gentle breeze passed over the earth like a 
happy sigh, and as they passed beside gardens or 
6 
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woods they heard occasionally the bright chirp of a 
bird as he dried his wings. 

Evening was approaching. Everyone in the car* 
riage was asleep except Jeanne. They stopped to 
rest and feed the horses. The sun had set. In the 
distance bells were heard. They passed a little vil- 
lage as the inhabitants were lighting their Umps, and 
the sky became also illuminated by myriads of stars. 
Suddenly they saw behind a hill, through the 
branches of the fir trees, the moon rising, red and 
full as if it were torpid with sleep. 

The air was so soft that the windows were not 
closed. Jeanne, exhausted with dreams and happy 
visions, was now asleep. Finally they stopped. Some 
men and women were standing before the carriage 
door with lanterns in their hands. They had arrived. 
Jeanne, suddenly awakened, was the first to jump 
out. Her father and Rosalie had practically to carry 
the baroness, who was groaning and continually 
repeating in a weak little voice, “Oh, my God, my 
poor children !” She refused all offers of refresh- 
ment, but went to bed and immediately fell asleep. 
Jeanne and her father, the baron, took supper to- 
gether. They were in perfect sympathy wdth each 
other. Later, seized with a childish joy, tlicy started 
on a tour of inspection through the restored manor. 
It was one of those high and vast Norman residences 
that comprise both farmhouse and castle, built of 
white stone which had turned gray, large enough 
to contain a whole race of people. 

An immense hall divided the house from front to 
rear and a staircase went up at either side of the 
entrance, meeting in a bridge on the first floor. The 
huge drawing-room was on the ground floor to the 
7 
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right and was hung with tapestries representing 
birds and foliage. All the furniture was covered 
with fine needlework tapestry illustrating La Fon- 
taine’s fables, and Jeanne was delighted at finding a 
chair she had loved as a qhild, which pictured the 
story of “The Fox and the Storjjc.” 

Beside the drawin-room were the library, full of 
old books, and two unused rooms ; at the left was the 
dining-room, the laundry, the kitchen, etc. 

A corridor divided the whole first floor, the doors 
of ten rooms opening into it. At the end, on the 
right, was Jeanne’s room. She and her father went 
in. He had had it all newly done over, using the 
furniture and draperies that had been in the store- 
room. 

There were some very old Flemish tapestries, 
with their peculiar looking figures. At sight of her 
bed, the young girl uttered a scream of joy. Four 
large birds carved in oak, black from age and highly 
polished, bore up the bed and seemed to be its pro- 
tectors. On the sides were carved two wide garlands 
of flowers and fruit, and four finely fluted columns, 
terminating in Corinthian capitals, supported a cor- 
nice of cupids with roses intertwined. The tester 
and the coverlet were of antique blue silk, em- 
broidered in gold fleur de lys. When Jeanne had 
sufficiently admired k, she lifted up the candle to 
examine the tapestries and the allegories they rep- 
resented. They were mostly conventional subjects, 
but the last hanging represented a drama. Near a 
rabbit, which was still nibbling, a young man lay 
stretched out, apparently dead. A ytang girl, gazing 
at him, was plunging a sword into her bosom, and 
th^ fruit of the tree had turned black* Jeanne gave 
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up trying to divine the meaning underlying this pic- 
ture, when she saw in the comer a tiny little animat 
which the rabbit, had he lived, could have swallowed 
like a blade of grass; and yet it was a lion. Then 
she recognized the story of ‘Tyramus and Thisbe,” 
and though she smiled at the simplicity of the de- 
sign, she felt happy to have in her room this love 
adventure which would continually speak to her of 
her cherished hopes, and every night this legendary 
love would hover about her dreams. 

It struck eleven and the baron kissed Jeanne good- 
night and retired to his room. Before retiring, 
Jeanne cast a last glance round her room and then 
regretfully extinguished the candle. Through her 
window she could see the bright moonlight bathing 
the trees and the wonderful landscape. Presently 
she arose, opened a window and looked out. The 
night was so clear that one could see as plainly as 
by daylight. She looked across the park with its two 
long avenues of very tall poplars that gave its name 
to the chateau and separated it from the two farms 
that belonged to it, one occupied by the Couillard 
family, the other by the Martins. Beyond the en- 
closure stretched a long, uncultivated plain, thickly 
overgrown with rushes, where the breeze whistled 
day and night. The land ended abruptly in a steep 
white cliff three hundred feet* high, with its base in 
the ocean waves, 

Jeanne looked out over the long, undulating sur- 
face that seemed to slumber beneath the heavens. 
All the fragrance of the earth was in the night air. 
The odor of jasmine rose from the lower windows, 
and light whiffs of briny air and of seaweed were 
wafted from the ocean. 
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Merely to breathe was enough for Jeanne, and the 
restful calm of the country was like a soothing bath. 
She felt as though her heart was expanding and she 
began dreaming of love. What was it ? She did not 
know. She only knew that she would adore him 
with all her soul and that he woiiJd cherish her with 
all his strength. They would walk hand in hand on 
nights like this, hearing the beating of their hearts, 
mingling their love with the sweet simplicity of the 
summer nights in such close communion of thought 
that by the sole power of their tenderness they would 
easily penetrate each other’s most secret thoughts. 
This would continue forever in the calm of an endur- 
ing affection. It seemed to her that she felt him 
there beside her. And an unusual sensation came 
over her. She remained long musing thus, when 
suddenly she thought she heard a footstep behind the 
house. “If it were he** But it passed on and she 
felt as if she had been deceived. The air becaSie 
cooler. The day broke. Slowly bursting aside the 
gleaming clouds, touching with fire the trees, the 
plains, the ocean, all the horizon, the great flaming 
orb of the sun appeared. 

Jeanne felt herself becoming mad with happiness. 
A delirious joy, an infinite tenderness at the splendor 
of nature overcame her fluttering heart. It was her 
sun, her dawn! The* beginning of her life! Thor- 
oughly fatigued at last, she flung herself down and 
slept till her father called her at eight o'clock. He 
walked into the room and proposed to show her the 
improvements of the castle, of her castle. The road, 
called the parish road, conecting the farms, joined 
the high i ?ad between Havre and Fecamp,, a mile 
and a half further on. 

lO 
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Jeanne and the haron inspected everything and 
returned home for breakfast When the meal wai 
over, as the baroness had decided that she would 
rest, the baron proposed to Jeanne that they should 
go down to Yport. They started, and passing 
through the hamlet of Etouvent, where the poplars 
were, and going through the wooded slope by a wind- 
ing valley leading down to the sea, they presently 
perceived the village of Yport Women sat in their 
doorways mending linen ; brown fish-nets were hang- 
ing against the doors of the huts, where an entire 
family lived in one room. It was a typical little 
French fishing village, with all its concomitant odors. 
To Jeanne it was all like a scene in a play. On turn- 
ing a corner they saw before them the limitless blue 
ocean. They bought a brill from a fisherman and 
another sailor offered to take them out sailing, re- 
peating his name, “Lastique, Josepliin Lastique,* 
several times, that they might not forget it, and the 
baron promised to remember. They walked home; 
chattering like two children, carrying the big fisk 
between them, Jeanne having pushed her father*! 
walking cane through its gills. 


If 
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HAPPY DAYS 

A delightful life commenced for Jeanne, a life 
in the open air. She wandered along the roads, or 
into the little winding valleys, their sides covered 
with a fleece of gorsc blossoms, the strong sweet 
odor of which intoxicated her like the bouquet of 
wine, while the distant sound of the waves rolling 
on the beach seemed like a billow rocking her spirit 

A love of solitude came upon her in the sweet 
freshness of this landscape and in the calm of the 
rounded horizon, and she would remain sitting so 
long on the hill tops that the wild rabbits would 
bound by her feet. 

She planted memories everywhere, as seeds are 
cast upon the earth, memories whose roots hold till 
death. It seemed to Jeanne that she was casting a 
little of her heart into every fold of these valleys. 
She became infatuated with sea bathing. When she 
was well out from chore, she would float on her 
back, her arms crossed, her eyes lost in the pro- 
found blue of the sky which was cleft by the flight 
of a swallow, or the white silhouette of a seabird. 

After these excursions she invariably came back 
to the castle pale with hunger, but light, alert, a 
smile OQ her lips and her eyes sparkling with hap- 
piness. 


12 
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The baroa on his part was planning great agricul- 
tural enterprises. Occasionally, also, he went out 
to sea with the sailors of Yport. On several occa- 
sions he went fishing for mackerel and, again, by 
moonlight, he would haul in the nets laid the night 
before. He loved to hear the masts creak, to breathe 
in the fresh and whistling gusts of wind that arose 
during the night; and after having tacked a long 
time to find the buoys, guiding himself by a peak 
of rocks, the roof of a belfry or the Fecamp light- 
house, he delighted to remain motionless beneath the 
first gleams of the rising sun which made the slimy 
backs of the large fan-shaped rays and the fat 
bellies of the turbots glisten on the deck of the boat 

At each meal he gave an enthusiastic account of 
his expeditions, and the baroness in her turn told 
how many times she had walked down the main 
avenue of poplars. 

As she had been advised to take exercise she made 
a business of walking, beginning as soon as the air 
grew warm. Leaning upon Rosalie's arm and drag- 
ging her left foot, which was rather heavier than 
the right, she wandered interminably up and down 
from the house to the edge of the wood, sitting 
down for five minutes at either end. The walking 
was resumed in the afternoon. A physician, con- 
sulted ten years before, had spoken of hypertrophy 
because she had suffered from suffocation. Ever 
since, this word had been used to describe the ail- 
ment of the baroness. The baron would say “my 
wife's hypertrophy" and Jeanne “mamma's hyper- 
trophy" as they would have spoken of her hat, her 
dress, or her umbrella. She had been very pretty in 
her youth and slim as a reed. Now she had grown 
(I 
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•Ider, stouter, but she still remained poetical, hayinf 
always retained the impression of “Corinne,” which 
she tiad read as a girl. She read all the sentimental 
love stories it was possible to collect, and her 
thoughts wandered among tepder adventures in 
whii^h she always figured as the' heroine. Her new 
kom^ was infinitely pleasing to her because it formed 
such a beautiful framework for the romance of her 
soul, the surrounding woods, the waste land, and the 
pro3iimity of the ocean recalling to her mind the 
novels of Sir Walter Scott, which she had been de- 
vouring for some months. On rainy days she re- 
mained shut up in her room, sending Rosalie in a 
special manner for the drawer containing her "sou- 
venirs,” which meant to the baroness all her old 
private and family letters. 

Occasionally, Jeanne replaced Rosalie in the walks 
with her mother, and she listened eagerly to ^he 
tales of the latter’s childhood. The young girl saw 
herself in all these romantic stories, and was as- 
tonished at the similarity of ideas and desires; each 
heart imagines itsdf to have been the first to tremble 
at those very sensations that awakened the hearts 
of the first beings, and that will awaken the hearts 
of the last. 

One afternoon as the baroness and Jeanne were 
resting on the beach, at the end of the walk, a stout 
priest who was moving in their direction greeted 
them with a bow, while still at a distance. He bowed 
when within three feet and, assuming a smiling 
air, cried: “Well, Madame la Baronne, how are 
you?” It was the village priest. The bareness sel- 
dom went to church, though she like»(l piiests, from 
a sort of religious instinct peculiar to women. She 
24 
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had, in fact, entirely forgotten the Abb6 Picot, her 
priest, and blushed as she saw him. She made apol- 
ogies for not having prepared for his visit, but the 
good man was not at all embarrassed. He looked 
at Jeanne, complimented her on her appearance and 
sat down, placing his three>cornered hat on hia 
knees. He was very stout, very red, and perspired 
profusely. He drew from his pocket every moment 
an enormous checked handkerchief and passed it 
over his face and neck, but hardly was the task com- 
pleted when necessity forced him to repeat the 
process. He was a typical country priest, talkative 
and kindly. 

Presently the baron appeared. He was very 
friendly to the abbe and invited him to dinner. 
The priest was well versed in the art of being pleas- 
ant, thanks to the unconscious astuteness which the 
guiding of souls gives to the most mediocre of men 
who are called by the chance of events to exercise 
a power over their fellows. Toward dessert he be- 
came quite merry, with the gaiety that follows a 
pleasant meal, and as if struck by an idea he said: 
‘T have a new parishioner whom I must present t# 
you, Monsieur le Vicomte de Lamare.” The bar- 
oness, who was at home in heraldry, inquired if h< 
was of the family of Lamares of Eure. The 
priest answered, “Yes, niadan\e, he is the son of 
Vicomte Jean de Lamare, who died last year,” After 
this, the baroness, who loved the nobility above all 
other things, inquired the history of the young 
vicomte. He had paid his father’s debts, sold the 
family castle, made his home on one of the three 
farms which he^wned in the town of Etouvent 
These estates brought him in an income of five oc 
^5 
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six thousand livres. The vicomte was economical 
and lived in this modest manner for two or three 
years, so that he might save enough to cut a figure 
in society, and to marry advantageously, without 
contracting debts or mortgaging his farms. The 
priest added, “He is a very charming young man, so 
steady and quiet, though there is very little to amuse 
him in the country.” The baron said, “Bring him 
in to see us. Monsieur TAbb^, it will be a distraction 
for him occasionally.” After the coffee the baron 
and the priest took a turn about the grounds and 
then returned to say good-night to the ladies. 



CHAPTER III 


H. DE LAMASE 

The following Sunday the baroness and Jeanne 
went to mass, prompted by a feeling of respect for 
their pastor, and after service waited to see the 
priest and invite him to luncheon the following 
Thursday. He came out of the sacristy leaning 
familiarly on the arm of a tall young man. As soon 
as he perceived the ladies, he exclaimed: 

‘‘How fortunate! Allow me, baroness and Mile. 
Jeanne, to present to you your neighbor, M. le Vi- 
comte de Lamare.'* 

The vicomte said he had long desired to make 
their acquaintance, and began to converse in a 
well'bred maner. He had a face of which women 
dream and that men dislike. His black, wavy hair 
shaded a smooth, sunburnt forehead, and two large 
straight eyebrows, that looked almost artificial, cast 
a deep and tender shadow over his dark ^es, the 
whites of which had a bluish tinge. 

His long, thick eyelashes accentuated the passion- 
ate eloquence of his expression which wrought 
havoc in the drawing-rooms of society, and made 
peasant girls carrying baskets turn round to look at 
him. The languorous fascination of his glance im- 
pressed one with the depth of his thoughts and lent 

17 
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weight to hts slightest words. His beard, fine and 
glossy, concealed a somewhat heavy jaw. 

Two days later, M. de Lamare made his first call, 
just as they were discussing the best place for a new 
rustic bench. The vicomte was consulted and agreed 
with the baroness, who differed, from her husband. 

M. de Lamare expatiated on the picturesqueness 
of the country and from time to time, as if by 
chance, his eyes met those of Jeanne, and she felt 
a strange sensation at the quickly averted glance 
which betrayed tender admiration and* an awakened 
sympathy. 

M. de Lamare’s father, who had died the preced- 
mg year, had known an intimate friend of the bar- 
oness’s father, M. Cultaux, and this fact led to an 
endless conversation about family, relations, dates, 
etc., and names heard in her childhood were re- 
called, and led to reminiscences. 

The baron, whose nature was rather uncultivafbd, 
and whose beliefs and prejudices were not those of 
his class, knew little about the neighboring families, 
and inquired about them from the vicomte, who re- 
sponded : 

“Oh, there are very few of the nobility in the 
district.” just as he might have said, “there are very 
few rabbits on the hills,” and he began to particu* 
larize: There was the Marquis de Coulelier, a sort 
of leader of Norman aristocracy, Vicomte and 
Vicomtesse de Briseville, people of excellent stock, 
but living to themselves, and the Comte de Four- 
ville, a kind of ogre, who was said to have made 
his wife die of sorrow, and who lived as a hunts- 
man in his chateau of La Vrillette, built on a pond. 
There were a few parvenus among them who hW 
i8 
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bought properties here and there, but the vicomte 
did not know them. 

As he left, his last glance was for Jeanne, as if it 
were a special tender and cordial farewell. The 
baroness was delighted with him, and the baron 
said: ‘‘Yes, indeed, he is a gentleman.” And he 
was invited to dinner the following week, and from 
that time came regularly. 

He generally arrived about four o’clock in the 
afternoon, went to join the baroness in “her ave* 
nue,” and offered her his arm while she took her 
“exercise,” as she called her daily walk^». When 
Jeanne was at home she would walk on the other 
side of her mother, supporting her, and all three 
would walk slowly back and forth from one end of 
the avenue to the other. He seldom addressed 
Jeanne directly, but his eye frequently met hers. 

He went to Yport several times with Jeanne and 
the baron. One evening, when they were on the 
beach, Fere I.astique accosted him, and without re- 
moving his pipe, the absence of which would pos- 
sibly have been more remarkable than the loss of 
his nose, he said: 

“With tliis wind, m’sieu Ic baron, we could easilg 
go to fitretat and back to-morrow.” 

Jeanne clasped her hands imploringly: 

“Oh, papa, let us do it!” 

The baron turned to M. de Lamare: 

“Will you join us, vicomte? We can take break- 
fast down there.” 

And the matter was decided at once. From day- 
break Jeanne was up and waiting for her father, 
who dressed more slowly. They walked in the dew 
across the level and then through the wood vibrant 
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with the singing of birds. The vicomte and Pere 
^.astique were seated on a capstan. ' 

Two other sailors helped to shove off the boat 
from shore, which was not easy on the shingly 
beach. Once the boat was afloat, they all took 
their seats, and the two sailor^ who remained on 
shore shoved it off. A light, steady breeze was 
blowing from the ocean and they hoisted the sail, 
veered a little, and then sailed along smoothly with 
scarcely any motion. To landward the high cliff at 
the right cast a shadow on the water at its base, and 
patches of sunlit grass here and there varied its 
monotonous whiteness. Yonder, behind them, brown 
sails were coming out of the white harbor of 
Fecamp, and ahead of them they saw a rock of 
curious shape, rounded, with gaps in it looking 
something like an immense elephant with its trunk 
in the water ; it was the little port of fitretat. 

Jeanne, a little dizzy from the motion of fhe 
waves, held the side of the boat with one hand as 
she looked out into the distance. It seemed to her 
as if only three things in the world were really beau- 
tiful: light, space. Water. 

No one spoke. Pere Tastique, who was at the 
tiller, took a pull every now and then from a bottle 
hidden under the seat ; and he smoked a short pipe 
which seemed incx,tingtiishable, although he never 
seemed to relight it or refill it. 

The baron, seated in the bow looked after the sail. 
Jeanne and the vicomte seemed a little embarrassed 
at being seated side by side. Some unknown power 
seemed to make their glances meet whenever they 
raised their eyes; between them there existed al- 
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so rapidly between two young people when the young 
man is good looking and the girl is pretty. They 
were happy in each other^s society, perhaps because 
they -were thinking of each other. The rising sun 
was beginning to pierce through the slight mist, and 
as its beams grew stronger, they were reflected on 
the smooth surface of the sea as in a mirror. 

*‘How beautiful!” murmured Jeanne, with emo- 
tion. 

“Beautiful indeed!” answered the vicomte. The 
serene beauty of the morning awakened an echo in 
their hearts. 

And all at once they saw the great arches of 
Btretat, like two supports of a cliff standing in the 
sea high enough for vessels to pass under them; 
while a sharp-pointed white rock rose in front of 
the first arch. They reached shore, and the baron 
got out first to make fast the boat, while the vicomte 
lifted Jeanne ashore so that she should not wet her 
feet. Then they walked up the shingly beach side 
by side, and they overheard Pere Lastique say to 
the baron, “My! but they would make a pretty 
couple !” 

They took breakfast in a little inn near the beach, 
and while the ocean had lulled their thoughts and 
made them silent, the breakfast table had the oppo- 
site effect, and they chattered Jike children on a 
vacation. The slightest thing gave rise to laughter. 

Pere Lastique, on taking his place at table, care- 
fully hid his lighted pipe in his cap. That made 
them laugh. A fly, attracted no doubt by his red 
nose, persistently alighted on it, and each time it 
did so so they burst into laughter. Finally the old 
man could stand it no longer, and murmured: 
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it devilishly persistent !” whereupon Jeanne and tftc 
▼icomte laughed till they cried. 

After breakfast Jeanne suggested that they should 
take a walk. The vicomte rose, but the baron pre- 
ferred to bask hi the sun on the beach. 

**Go on, my children, you will find me here in an 
hour." 

They walked straight ahead of them, passing by 
several cottages and finally by a small chateau re- 
sembling a large farm, and found themselves in an 
open valley that extended for some distance. They 
now had a wild longing to run at large in the fields. 
Jeanne seemed to have a humming in her ears from 
all the new and rapidly changing sensations she had 
experienced. The burning rays of the sun fell on 
them. On both sides of the road the crops were 
bending over from the heat. The gras.shoppers, as 
numerous as the blades of grass, were uttering their 
thin, shrill cry. 

Perceiving a wood a little further on to the right, 
they walked over to it. They saw a narrow path 
between two hedges shaded by tall trees which shut 
out the sun. A soft of moist freshness in the air 
was perceptible, giving them a sensation of chilli- 
ness. There was no grass, owing to tlic lack of 
sunlight, but the ground was covered with a carpet 
of moss. 

“Sec, we can sit down there a Httie while,” she 
said. 

They sat down and looked about them at the nu- 
merous forms of life that were in the air and on 
the ground at their feet, for a ray of ^imlight pene- 
trating the dense foliage brought them into its light. 

"How beautiful it is here! How lovely it is in 
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the country t There are moments when 1 should 
like to be a fly or a butterfly and hide in the flow- 
ers/' said Jeanne with emotion. 

They spoke in low tones as one does in exchang- 
ing confidences, telling of their daily lives and o£ 
their tastes, and declaring that they were already 
disgusted with the world, tired of its useless mo- 
notony; it was always the same thing; there wag 
no truth, no sincerity in it. 

The world! She would gladly have made its ac- 
quaintance; but she felt convinced beforehand that 
it was not equal to a country life, and the more their 
hearts seemed to be in sympathy, the more cere- 
monious they became, the more frequently their 
glances met and blended smiling ; and it seemed that 
a new feeling of benevolence was awakened m them, 
a wider alTection, an interest in a thousand things 
of which they had never hitherto thought. 

They wended their way back, but the baron had 
already set off on foot for the Chambre aux 
Demoisehes, a grotto in a cleft at the summit of one 
of the cliffs, and they wailed for him at the inn. He 
did not return until five in the evening after a long 
walk along the cliffs. 

They got into the boat, started off smoothly with 
the wind iit their backs, scarcely seeming to make 
any headway. The breeze wa§ irregular, at one 
moment filling the sail and then letting it flap idly 
along the mast. The sea seemed opaque and lifeless, 
and the sun was slowly approaching the horizon. 
The lulling motion of the sea had made them silent 
again. Presently Jeanne said, “How I should love 
k) travel !'' 

“Yes, but it is tiresome to travel alone; there 
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shotild be at least two, to exchange ideas,** answered 
the vicomte. She reflected a moment 

•*That is true — I like to walk alone, howevcr—how 
pleasant it is to dream all alone—*’ 

He gazed at her intently. 

’Two can dream as well as oneL” 

She lowered her eyes. Was it a hint? Possibly. 
She looked out at the horizon as if to discover some- 
thing beyond it, and then said slowly: 

"I should like to go to Italy — and Greece — ^ah, yes, 
Greece — and to Corsica — ^it must be so wild and so 
beautiful !” 

He preferred Switzerland on account of its cha- 
lets and its lakes. 

"No,” said she, "I like new countries like Corsica, 
or very old countries full of souvenirs, like Greece. 
It must be delightful to find the traces of those peo- 
ples whose history we have known since childhood 
to see places where great deeds were accom- 
plished.” 

The vicomte, less enthusiastic, exclaimed: 

"As for me, England attracts me very much; 
there is so much to be learned there.” 

Then they talked about the world in general, dis- 
cussing the attractions of each country from the 
poles to the equator, enthusing over imaginary 
scenes and the peculiar manners of certain peoples 
like the Chinese and the Lapps; but they arrived 
at the conclusion that the most beautiful country 
in the world was France, with its temperate climate, 
cool in summer, mild in winter, its rich soil, its 
green forests, its worship of the fine arts which 
existed nowhere else since the glorious centuries of 
Athens. Then they were silent The setting sua 
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left It wide dazzling train of light which extended 
from the horizon to the edge of their boat. The 
wind subsided, the ripples disappeared, and the mo- 
tionless sail was red in the light of the dying day. 
A limitless calm seemed to settle down on space and 
make a silence amid this conjunction of elements; 
and by degrees the sun slowly sank into the ocean. 

Then a fresh breeze seemed to arise, a little shiver 
went over the surface of the water, as if the en- 
gulfed orb cast a sigh of satisfaction across the 
world. The twilight was short, night fell with its 
myriad stars. Pere Lastique took the oars, and they 
saw that the sea was phosphorescent Jeanne and 
the vicomte, side by side, watched the fitful gleams 
in the wake of the boat They were hardly think- 
ing, but simply gazing vaguely, breathing in the 
beauty of the evening in a state of delicious content- 
ment; Jeanne had one hand on the seat and her 
neighbor’s finger touched it as if by accident; she 
did not move ; she was surprised, happy, though em** 
barrassed at this slight contact 

When she reached home that evening and went to 
her room, she felt strangely disturbed, and so af- 
fected that the slightest thing impelled her to weep. 
She looked at her clock, imagining that the little bee 
on the pendulum was beating like a heart, the heart 
of a friend ; that it was aware of jier whole life, that 
with its quick, regular tickings it would accompany 
her whole life; and she stopped the golden fly to 
press a kiss on its wings. She would have kissed 
anything, no matter what. She remembered having 
hidden one of her old dolls of former days at the 
bottom of a drawer; she looked for it, took it out, 
and was delighted to see it again, as people are to 
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•ee loved friends; and p ..ssing it to her heart, she 
covered its painted cheeks and curly wig with kisses* 
And as she held it in he; arms, she thought : 

Can he be the husband promised through a thou- 
sand secret voices, whom a superjatively good Provi- 
dence had thus thrown across her path? Was he, 
indeed, the being created for her — the being to 
whom she would devote her existence? Were they 
the two predestined beings whose affection, blending 
in one, would beget love? 

She did not as yet feel that tumultuous emotion, 
that mad enchantment, those deep stirrings which 
she thought were essential to the tender passion ; but 
it seemed to her she was beginning to fall in love 
for she sometimes felt a sudden faintness when she 
thought of him, and she thought of him incessantly. 
His presence stirred her heart; she blushed and 
grew pale when their eyes met, and trembled #al 
the sound of his voice. 

From day to day the longing for love increased. 
She consulted the marguerites, the clouds, and coins 
which she tossed ist the air. 

One day her father said to her : 

“Make yourself look pretty to-morrow morning.'” 

“Why, papa?’' 

“That is a secret,” he replied. 

And when she , came downstairs the following 
morning, looking fresh and sweet in a pretty light 
dress, she found the drawing-room table covered 
with boxes of bonbons, and on a chair an immense 
bouquet. 

A covered wagon drove into the courtyard bear- 
ing the inscription, “Lerat, Confectioner, Fecamp; 
Wedding Breakfasts,” and from the bade of the 
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wagon Ludivine and a aStchen helper were taking 
out large flat baskets which emitted an appetizing 
odor. 

The Vicomte de Lamare appeared on the scene, 
his trousers were strapped down under his daintj 
boots of patent leather, which made his feet appear 
smaller. His long frock coat, tight at the waist line, 
was open at the bosom showing the lace of his ruf- 
fle, and a fine neckcloth wound several times round 
his neck obliged him to hold erect his handsome 
brown head, with its air of serious distinction. 
Jeanne, in astonishment, looked at him as though she 
had never seen him before. She thought he looked 
the grand seigneur from his head to his feet 

He bowed and said, smiling: 

**WelI, comrade, are you ready?' 

‘‘But what is it? What is going on?'^ she stam- 
mered, 

“You will know presently,” said the baron. 

The carriage drove up to the <cloor, and Madame 
Adelaide, in festal array, descended the staircase, 
leaning on the arm of Rosalie, who was so much 
affected at the sight of M. de Lamare's elegant ap- 
pearance that the baron whispered: 

“I say, vicomte, I i‘'ink our maid admires you.** 

The vicomte blushed up to his ears, pretended not 
to have heard and, taking up tke enormous bouquet, 
handed it to Jeanne. She accepted it, more aston- 
ished than ever. They all four got into the car- 
riage, and Ludivine, who brought a cup of bouillon 
to the baroness to sustain her strength, said: 

“Truly, madame, one would say it was a wed- 
ding I” 

They flighted as soon as they entered Yport, and 
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as they walked through the village the sailors. In 
their new clothes, still showing the creases, came 
Mt of their homes, and shaking hands with the 
baron, followed the party as if it were a procession. 
The vicomte, who had offered Ms arm to Jeanne^ 
Valked with her at the head. 

When they reached the church they stopped, and 
an acolyte appeared holding upright the large silver 
crucifix, followed by another boy in red and white, 
who bore a chalice containing holy water. 

Then came three old cantors, one of them limp- 
ing; then the trumpet (“serpent”), and last, the 
cure with his gold embroidered stole. He smiled 
and nodded a greeting; then, with his eyes half 
closed, his lips moving in prayer, his beretta well 
over his forehead, he followed his surpliced body- 
guard, walking in the direction of the sea. 

On the beach a crowd was standing around a ntw 
boat wreathed with flowers. Its mast, sail and ropes 
were covered with long streamers of ribbon that 
floated in the breeze, and the name, “Jeanne,” was 
painted in gold letters on the stern. 

Pere Lastique, the proprietor of this boat, built 
with the baron’s money, advanced to meet the pro- 
cession. All the men, simultaneously, took off their 
hats, and a row of pious persons wearing long black 
cloaks falling in laiige folds from their shoulders, 
knelt down in a circle at sight of the crucifix. 

The cure walked, with an acolyte on either side of 
him, to one end of the boat, while at the other end, 
the three old cantors, in their white surplices, with 
a serious air and their eyes fixed on the psalter, 
sang at the top of their voices in the clear morning 
air. Each time they stopped to take breath, the 
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''serpent” continued its bellowing alone, and as lie 
puffed out his cheeks the musician's little gray eyes 
disappeared, and the skin of his forehead and neck 
seemed to distend. 

The motionless, transparent sea seemed to be 
taking part meditatively in the baptism of this boat, 
rolling its tiny waves, no higher than a finger, with 
the faint sound of a rake on the shingle. And the 
big white gulls, with their wings unfurled, circled 
about in the blue heavens, flying off an(i'<then com* 
ing back in a curve above the heads of the kneeling 
crowd, as if to bCe what they were doing. 

The singing ceased after an Amen that lasted five 
minutes; and the priest, in un unctuous voice, mur* 
mured some Latin words, of which one could 
hear only the sonorous endings. He then walked 
round the boat, sprinkling it with holy water, and 
next began to murmur the “Oremus," standing along- 
side the boat opposite the sponsors, who remained 
motionless, hand in hand. 

The vicomte had the usual grave expression on 
his handsome face, but Jeanne, choking with a sud- 
den emotion, and on the verge of fainting, began to 
tremble so violently that her teeth chattered. The 
dream that had haunts hex for some time was sud- 
denly beginning, as if in a kind of hallucination, to 
take the appearance of reality. • They bad spoken of 
a wedding, a priest was present, blessing them ; men 
in surplices were singing psalms; was it not she 
whom they were giving in marriage? 

Did her fingers send out an electric shock, did the 
emotion of her heart follow the course of her veins 
until it reached the heart of her companion? Did 
he understand, did he guess, was he, like herself, 
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pervaded hy a sort of intoxication of love? Or else, 
did he know by experience, alone, that no woman 
could resist him ? She suddenly noticed that he was 
sqeezing her hand, gently at first, and then tighter, 
tighter, till he almost crushed^ it. And without 
moving a muscle of his face, without anyone per- 
ceiving it, he said — ^yes, he certainly said: 

"Oh, Jeanne, if you would consent, this would be 
our betrothal.” 

She lowered her hear very slowly, perhaps mean- 
ing it for "yes.” And the priest, who was still 
sprinkling the holy water, sprinkled some on their 
fingers. 

The ceremony was over. The women rose. The 
return was unceremonious. The crucifix had lost 
its dignity in the hands of the acolyte, who walked 
rapidly, the crucifix swaying to right and left, or 
bending forward as though it would fall. The 
priest, who was not praying now, walked hurriedly 
behind them ; the cantors and the musician with the 
"serpent” had disappeared by a narrow street, so 
as to get off their surplices without delay; and the 
sailors hurried along in groups. One thought 
prompted their haste, and made their mouths water. 

A gt'od breakfast was awaiting them at "The 
Poplars,” 

The large table was set in the courtyard, under 
the apple trees. 

Sixty people sat down to table, sailors and peas- 
ants, The baroness in the middle, with a priest at 
either side of her, one from Yport, and the other 
belonging to "The Poplars.” The baron seated op- 
posite her on the other side of the table, the mayor 
CHI one side of him, and his wife, a thin peasant 
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woman, already agift^, who kept smiling and bowMf 
to all around her, on the other. 

Jeanne seated beside her co-sponsor, was in a sea 
of happiness. She Jaw nothing, knew nothing, as^ 
remained silent, her mind bewildered with joy. 

Presently she said: 

"What is your Christian name?” 

"Julicti,” he replied. "Did you not know?* 

But he made no reply, thinking to herself: 

"How often I shall repeat that name !” 

When the feast was over, the courtyard was given 
up to the sailors, and the others went over to the 
other side of the chateau. The baroness began to 
take her exercise, leaning on the arm of the baron 
and accompanied by the two priests. Jeanne and 
J alien went toward the wood and walked along one 
of the mossy paths. Suddenly seizing her liands, 
the vicomte said: 

"Tell me, will you be my wife?" 

She lowered her head, and as he stammered: "An 
swer me, 1 implore >ou !" she rai‘'ed her eyes to hiS 
timidly, and he read his answer there. 
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MARRIAGE AND DISILLUSION 

•fhe baron, one morning, entered Jeanne’s room 
before she was up, and sitting down at the foot of 
her bed, said : 

“M. le Vicv^mte de Lamare has asked us for your 
hand in marriage.” 

She wanted to hide her face under the sheets. 

Her father continued: 

"We have postponed our answer for the pres6nt.’^ 

She gasped, choking with emotion. At the end 
of a minute the baron, smiling, added : 

"We did not wish to do anything without consult- 
ing you. Your thother and I are not opposed to 
this marriage, but we would not seek to influence 
you. You are much richer than he is ; but, when it 
B a question of the happiness of a life, one should 
not think too much about money. He has no rela- 
tions left. If you igarry him, then, it would be as 
if a son should come into our family; if it were 
anyone else, it would be you, our daughter, who 
would go among strangers. The young fellow 
pleases us. Would he please you?” 

She stammered, blushing up to the roots of her 
hair: 

"I am willing* papa.” 


32 



UNE VIE 


And the father, looking into her eyes and slin 
smiling, murmured: 

"I half suspected it, young lady/' 

She lived till evening in a condition of ep:hilara^ 
tion, not knowing what she was doing, mechanically 
thinking of one thing by mistake for another, and 
with a feeling of weariness, although she had not 
walked at all. 

Toward six o’clock, as she was sitting with her 
mother under the plane tree, the vicomte appeared. 

Jeanne's heart began to throb wildly. The young 
man approached them apparently without any emo- 
tion. When he was close beside them, he took the 
baroness’ hand and kissed her fingers, then raising 
to his lips the trembling hand of the young girl, he 
imprinted upon it a long, tender and grateful kiss. 

And the radiant season of betrothal commenced. 
They would chat together alone in the corner of 
the parlor, or else seated on the moss at the end of 
the wood overlooking the plain. Sometimes they 
walked in Little Mother’s Avenue; he, talking of 
the future, she, with her eyes cast down, looking at 
the dusty footprints of the baroness. 

Once the matter was decided, they desired to waste 
no time in preliminar' s. It was, therefore, decided 
that the ceremony should take place in six weeks, on 
the fifteenth of August; antj that the bride and 
groom should set out\mmediatcly on their wedding 
journey. Jeanne, on being consulted as to which 
country she would like to visit, decided on Corsica 
where they could be more alone than in the cities of 
Italy. 

They awaited the moment appointed for their 
marriage without too great impatience, but enfolded, 
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lost in a delicious affection, expressed in the ex^ 
fUtsite charm of insignificant caresses, pressure of 
hands, long passionate glances in which their souls 
seemed to blend ; and, vaguely tortured by an uncer- 
tain longing for they knew not Vhat. 

They decided to invite no one to the wedding ex- 
cept Aunt Lison, the baron's sister, who boarded in 
a convent at Versailles. After the death of their 
father, the baroness wished to keep her sister with 
her. But the old maid, possessed by the idea that 
she was in every one's way, was useless, and a nui- 
sance, retired into one of those religious houses that 
rent apartments to people that live a sad and lonely 
ixistence. She came from time to time to pass a 
lionth or two with her family. 

She was a little woman of few words, who always 
kept in the background, appeared only at mealtimes, 
and then retired to her room where she remained 
shut in. 

She looked like a kind old lady, though she was 
only forty-two, and had a sad, gentle expression. 
She was never made much of by her family as a 
child, being neither pretty nor boisterous, she was 
never petted, and she would stay quietly and gently 
in a corner. She had been neglected ever since. 
As a young girl nobody paid any attention to her. 
She was something like a shadow, or a familiar ob- 
ject, a living piece of furniture that one is accus- 
tomed to see every day, but about which one does 
not trouble oneself. 

Her sister, from long habit, looked upon her as 
a failure, an altogether insignificant being. They 
treated her with careless familiarity which concealed 
a sort of contemptuous kindness. She called herself 
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Lisc^ and seemed embarrassed at this filvolotia 
youthful name. When they saw that she probably 
would not marry, they changed it from Lise to Lison, 
and since Jeanne’s birth, she had become *'Aunt 
Lison,” a poor relation, very neat, frightfully timid, 
even with her sister and her brother-in-law, who 
loved her, but with an uncertain affection verging 
on indifference, with an unconscious compassion and 
a natural benevolence. 

Sometimes, when the baroness talked of far away 
things that happened in her youth, she would say, in 
order to fix a date : 'It was the time that Lison had 
that attack.^* 

They never said more than that; and this "at- 
tack'* remained shrouded, as in a mist. 

One evening, Lise, who was then twenty, had 
thrown herself into the water, no one knew why. 
Nothing in her life, her manner, gave any intimation 
of this seizure. They fished her out half dead, and 
her parents, raising their hands in horror, instead 
of seeking the mysterious cause of this action, had 
contented themselves with calling it "that attack," 
as if they were talking of the accident that hap- 
pened to the horse "Coco,” who bad broken his leg 
a short time before in a ditch, and whom they had 
been obliged to kill. 

From that time Lise, presently Lison, was consid- 
ered feeble-minded. The gentle contempt which she 
inspired in her relations gradually made its way 
into the minds of all those who surrounded hen 
Little Jeanne herself, with the natural instinct o£ 
children, took no notice of her, never went up to 
kiss her good-night, never went into her room. 
Good Rosalie* alone, who gave the room all the eec* 
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essaiy attention, seemed to know where it was sii- 
liated. 

When Aunt Lison entered the dining-room for 
breakfast, the little one would go up to her from 
habit and hold up her forehead to be kissed; that 
was alL 

If anyone wished to speak to her, they sent a 
servant to call her, and if she was not there, they 
did not bother about her, never thought of her, never 
thought of troubling themselves so much as to say: 

^'Why, I have not seen Aunt Lison this morning !" 

When they said “Aunt Lison,” these two words 
awakened no feeling of affection in anyone’s mind. 
It was as if one had said: “The coffee pot, or the 
sugar bowl.” 

She always walked with little, quick, silent steps, 
never made a noise, never knocking up against apy* 
thing; and seemed to communicate to surrounaing 
objects the faculty of not making any sound. Her 
hands seemed to be made of a kind of wadding, she 
handled everything so lightly and delicately. 

She arrived about the middle of July, all upset at 
the idea of this marriage. She brought a quantity 
of presents which, as they came from her, remained 
almost unnoticed. On the lollowing day they had 
forgotten she was there at all. 

But an unusual emotion was seething in her mind, 
and she never took her eyes off the engaged couple. 
She interested herself in Jeanne’s trousseau with a 
singular eagerness, a feverish activity, working like 
a simple seamstress in her room, where no one came 
to visit her. 

She was continually presenting the baroness with 
bandkerchiefs she had hemmed herself, towels on 
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which she had embroidered a monogram, saying as 
she did so : “Is that all right, Adelaide And little 
mother, as she carelessly examined the pbjects^ 
would reply : “Do not give yourself so much trouble, 
my poor Lison” 

One evening, toward the end of the month, after 
an oppressively warm day, the moon lose on one o! 
those deal, mild niohts which seem to move, stir and 
affect one, apparently awakenins; all the secret poetry 
of one's soul The gtntle breath of the fields was 
wafted into the quiet drawing-rooni The baroness 
and her husband were phiying cards by the light of 
a lamp, and Aunt Lison was sitting beside them knit- 
ting ; while the young people, leaning on the window 
sill, were ira/ing out at the moonlit garden. 

The liiidc n and the plane tree cast their shadows on 
the lawn which extended beyond it in the moonlight, 
as far as the dark wood. Attracte 1 by the tender 
charm of thj night, and by this misty illumination 
that lighted up the trees and the bushes, Jeanne 
turned toward her parents and said : 

“Little father, we are going to take a short stroll 
on the grass in front of the house.” 

The baron replied, vithout looking up; “Go, my 
children,” and continued his game. 

They went out ani began to walk slowly along 
the moonlit lawn as far as tF little wood at the 
end. The hour grew late and they did not think 
of going in. The baroness grew tired, and wishing 
to retire, she said: 

“We must call the lovers in.” 

The baron cast a glance across the spacious gar- 
den where the two forms were wandering slowly. 

“Let them alone,” he said; “it is so delicious out- 
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«idel Li$on will wait for them, will you not 
Lison?*" 

The old maid raised her troubled eyes and replied 
m her timid voice : 

“Certainly, I will wait for tliem,” 

Little father gave his hand to the baroness, weary 
himself from the heat of the day. 

'T am going to bed, too,” he said, and went up 
with his wife. 

Then Aunt Li son rose in her turn, and leaving 
on the arm of the chair her canvas with the wool 
and the knitting needles, she went over and leaned 
the window sill and gazed out at the night. 

The two lovers kept on walking back and forth 
between the house and the wood. They squeezed 
each other’s fingers without speaking, as though 
they had left their bodies and formed part of^this 
visible poetry that exhaled from the earth. 

All at once Jeanne perceived, framed in the win- 
dow, the silhouette of the aunt, outlined by the light 
of the lamp behind her. 

“See,” she said, “there is Aunt Lison looking at 

US.” 

The vicomte raised his head, and said in an in- 
different tone without thinking; 

“Yes, Aunt Lison is looking at us.” 

And they continued to dream, to walk slowly, and 
to love each other. But the dew was falling fast, 
and the dampness made them shiver a little. 

“Let us go in now,” said Jeanne. And they went 
into the house. 

When they entered the drawing-room, Aunt Lison 
had gone back to her work. Her head was bent 
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over her work, and her fingers were trembling ai 
If she were very tired. 

*lt is time to go to bed, aunt/^ said Jeanne, Bpt 
preaching her. 

Her aunt turned her head, and her eyes were red 
as if she had been crying. The young people did 
not notice it; but suddenly M. de Lamare perceived 
that Jeanne’s thin shoes were covered with dew- 
He was worried, and asked tenderly: 

‘‘Are not your dear little feet cold?’' 

All at once the old lady’s hands shook so violently 
that she let fall Iier knitting, and hiding her face 
in her hands, she began to sob convulsively. 

The engaged couple looked at her m amazement, 
without moving. Suddenly Jeanne fell on her kneeS, 
and taking her aunt’s hands away from her face, 
said in perplexity: 

“Why, what is tiie matter. Aunt Lison?” 

Then the poor woman, her voice full of tears, and 
her whole body shaking with sorrow, replied: 

“It was when he asked you — are not your — your-^ 
dear little feet cold?— no one ever said such things 
to me — to me — never — ^never ” 

Jeanne, surprised and compassionate, could still 
hardly help laughing o the idea of an admirer show- 
ing tender solicitude for Lison ; and the vicomte had 
turned away to conceal his mirth. 

But the aunt suddenly rose, la^ ing her ball of wool 
on the floor and her knitting in the chair, and fled 
to her room, feeling hei way up the dark staircase. 

Left alone, the young people looked at one an- 
other, amused and saddened. Jeanne murmured, 
“Poor aunt Julien replied. “She must be a httle 
crazy this evening." 
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They held each other’s hands and presently, gen^ 
tly, very gently, they exchanged their first kiss, and 
by the following day had forgotten all about Aunt 
IJson’s tears. 

The two weeks preceding the wedding found 
Jeanne very calm, as though she were weary of ten- 
der emotions. She had no time for reflection on the 
morning of the eventful day. She was only con- 
scious of a feeling as if her flesh, her bones and 
her blood had all melted beneath her skin, and on 
taking hold of anything, she noticed that her fingers 
trembled. 

She did not regain her self-possession until she 
was in the chancel of the church during the mar- 
riage ceremony. 

Married* So she was married! All that had 
occurred since daybreak seemed to hei a dream, a 
waking dream. There are such moments, when all 
appears changed around us; even our motions seem 
to have a new meaning; even the hours of the day, 
which seem to be out of their usual time. She felt 
bewikiered, above all else, bewildered. Last eve- 
ning nothing had as yet been changed in her life; 
the constant hope of her life seemed only nearer, 
almost within reach. She had gone to rest a young 
girl; she was now a married woman. She had 
crossed that boundary that seems to conceal the 
future with all its joys, its dreams of happiness. 
She felt as though a door had opened in front of 
her; she was about to enter into the fulfillment of 
her expectations 

When they appeared on the threshold of the 
church after the ceremony, a terrific noi^^e caused 
the bride ^ start in terror, and the baroness to 
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scream ; it was a rifle salute given by the peasants^ 
and the firing did not cease until they reached ^*The 
Poplars/^ 

After a collation served for the family^ the 
family chaplain, and the priest from Yport, the 
mayor and the witnesses, who were some of the 
large farmers of the district, they all walked in the 
garden. On the other side of the chateau one could 
hear the boisterous mirth of the peasants, who were 
drinking cider beneath the apple trees. The whole 
countryside, dressed in their best, filled the court* 
yard. 

Jeanne and Julien walked through the copse and 
then up the slope and, without speaking, gazed out 
at the sea. The air was cool, although it was the 
middle of August; the wind was from the north, and 
the sun blazed down unpityingly from the blue sky. 
The young people sought a more sheltered spot, and 
crossing the plain, they turned to the right, toward 
the rolling and wooded valley that leads to Yport 
As soon as they reached the trees the air was still, 
and they left the road and took a narrow path be* 
neath the trees, where they could scarcely walk 
abreast. 

Jeanne felt an arm ; assod gently round her waist. 
She said nothing, her breath came quick, her heart 
beat fast. Some low branche^s caressed their hair, 
as they bent to pass under them She picked a leaf; 
two ladybirds were concealed oeneath it, like two 
delicate red shells. 

‘*Look, a little family,” she said innocently, and 
feeling a little more confidence. 

Julien placed his mouth to her ear, and whispered: 
"This evening you will be my wife.” 
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Ahhotigh she had learned many things during her 
sojourn in the country, she dreamed of nothing as 
yet but the poetry of love, and was surprised. Hii 
wife? Was she not that already? 

Then he began to kiss her temples and neck, little 
Kght kisses. Startled each time afresh by these 
masculine kisses to which she was not accustomed, 
she instinctively turned away her head to avoid 
them, though they delighted her. But they had come 
to the edge of the wood. She stopped, embarrassed 
at being so far from home. What would they 
think? 

‘Tet us go home,'' she said. 

He withdrew his arm from her waist, and as they 
turned round they stood face to face, so close that 
they could feel each other's breath on their faces. 
They ga7ed deep into one another's eyes with that 
gare in which two souls seem to blend. They sc^ght 
the impenetrable tinknown of each other’s being. 
They sought to fathom one another, mutely and per- 
sistently. What would they be to one another? 
What would this life be that they were about to 
becrin together? Whnt joys, what happiness, or 
what disillusions were they preparing in this long, 
indissoluble tete-a-lete of marriage? And it 
seemed to them as if they had never yet seen each 
other. 

Suddenly, Jiilien, placing his two hands on his 
wife's shoulders, kissed her full on the lips as she 
had never before been kissed. The kiss, penetrat'* 
ing as it did her very blood and marrow, gave her 
such a mysterious shock that she pushed Julien 
wildly away with her two arms, almost falling back- 
ward as she did so. 
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"Let us go away, let us go away,” she faltered. 

He did not reply, but took both her hands and 
held them in his. They walked home in silence, and 
the rest of the afternoon seemed long. The dinner 
was simple and did not last long, contrary to the 
usual Norman custom. A sort of embarrassment 
seemed to paralyze the guests. The two priests, the 
mayor, and the four farmers invited, alone betrayed 
a little of that broad mirth that is supposed to ac- 
company weddings. 

They had apparently forgotten how to laughs 
when a remark of the mayor's woke them up. It 
was about nine o’clock; coffee was about to be 
served. Out«2ide, under the apple-trees of the first 
court, the bal champetre was beginning, and through 
the open window one could see all that was going 
on. Lanterns, hung from the branches, gave the 
leaves a grayish green tint. Rustics and their part- 
ners danced in a circle shouting a wild dance tune 
to the feeble accompaniment of two violins and a 
clarinet, the players seated on a large table as a 
platform. The boisterous singing of the peasants 
at times completely drowned the instruments, and 
the feeble '■tidins torn to tatters by the unrestrained 
voices seemed to fall f om the air in shreds, in little 
fragments of scattered notes. 

Two large barrels surrounded by flaming torches 
were lapped, and two servant ftiaicls were kept busy 
rinsing glasses and bowls in oidcr to refill them at 
the tap whence flowed the red wine, or at the tap of 
the cider barrel. On the table were bread, sausages 
and cheese. Every one swallowed a mouthful from 
time to time, and beneath the roof of illuminated 
foliage this wholesome and boisterous f^e made the 
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melancholy watchers in the dining-room long to 
dance also, and to drink from one of those large 
barrels, while they munched a slice of bread and but- 
ter and a raw onion. 

The mayor, who was beatiinsg time with his knife, 
cried; “By Jove, that is all right; it is like the wed- 
ding of Ganache.” 

A suppressed giggle was heard, but Abbe Picot, 
the natural enemy of civil authority, cried: “You 
mean of Cana.” The other did not accept the cor- 
rection. “No, monsieur le cure. I know what I am 
talking about ; when I say Ganache, 1 mean 
Ganache.” 

They rose from table and went into the drawing- 
room, and then outside to mix with the merry- 
makers. The guests soon left 

They went into the house. They were surprised 
to see Madame Adelaide sobbing on Tiilien’s sRoul- 
der. Her tears, noisy tears, as if blown out by a 
pair of bellows, seemed to come from her nose, her 
mouth and her eyes at the same time ; and the young 
man, diinifoundefl, awkward, was supporting the 
heavy woman w'ho had sunk into his arms to com- 
mend to his care her darling, her little one, her 
adored daughter. 

The baron rushed toward them, saying: “Oh, no 
scenes, no tears. 1 beg of you,” and, taking his wife 
to a chair, he made her sit down, while she wiped 
away her tears. Then, turning to Jeanne: “Come, 
little one, kiss your mother and go to bed ” 

What happened then ^ She could hardly have told, 
for she seemed to have lost her head, hut she felt a 
shower of litile grateful kisses on her lips. 

Day dawned. Julien awoke, yawned, stretched, 
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looked at his wife, smiled and asked : *‘Did you sleep 
well, darling?” 

She noticed that he now said “thou,” and she re- 
plied, bewildered, “Why, yes. And you?” “Oh, 
very well,” he answered. And turning toward her, 
he kissed her and then began to chat quietly. He set 
before hex plans of living, with the idea of economy, 
and this word occurring several times, astonished 
Jeanne. She listened without grasping the meaning 
of bis words, looked at him, but was thinking of a 
thousand things that passed rapidly through her 
mind hardly leaving a trace. 

The clock struck eight. “Come, m’c must get up,** 
he said. “It would look ridiculous for us to be late.” 
When he was dressed he assisted his wife with all 
the little details of her toilet, not allowing her to 
call Rosalie. As they left the room he stopped. 
“You know, when we are alone, we can now use 
'thou,* but before your parents it is better to wait 
a while. It will be quite natural when we come back 
from our wedding journey.” 

She did not go down till luncheon was ready. The 
day passed like any ordinary day, as if nothing new 
had occurred. There was one man more in the 
house, that was alL 
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CORSICA AND A NEW LIFE 

Four days later the travelling cartiagc arrived 
tiiat was to take them to Marseilles. 

After the first night Jeanne had berome accus- 
tomed to Julien*s kisses and caresses, although her 
repugnance to a closer intimacy had not dinunished. 
She thought him handsome, she loved him. She 
again felt hapi)y and cheeiful. 

The farewells were short and without sadness. 
The baroness alone seemed tcaiful. As the car- 
riage was just starting she placed a pin sc heavy 
as lead, in her daughter's hand, saying, “That is for 
your little exi)enses as a bride.” 

Jeanne thrust the purse in her pocket and the 
carriage started. 

Toward evcMiirg Julien said: “How much money 
did your mother give you in that purse?” 

She had not given it a thought, atid she poured 
out the contents on her knees. A gol^kn shower 
filled her lap: two ’thousand francs. S'lie cid))ped 
her hands. “I shall commit all kinds of estiava- 
gance,” she said as she replaced it in tlie jmise. 

After travelling eight da)S in terribly hot weathei 
they reached Marseilles. The follownij day the 
Roi-Loms, a little mail steamer which went to 
Naples by way of Ajaccio, took them lo Corsica- 
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Corsica 1 Its "maquis,” its bandits, its mountains! 
The birthplace of Napoleon! It seemed to Jeanne 
that she was leaving real life to enter into a dream, 
althoujrh wide awake. Standing sid? by side on the 
bridge of the steamer, they looked at the cliffs of 
Provence as Ihey passed swiftly by diem. The calm 
sea of deep blue seemed petrified beneath the ardent 
rays of the o«n. 

you remember our excursion in Pere Las- 
tique's boat?” said Jeanne. 

Instead of replying, he gave her a hasty kiss on 
the e ir. 

The paddle-wheels struck the water, disturbing 
its torpoi, and a long track of foam bVe the froth 
of cliampagnc remained tn the wake of the boat, 
reaching as far as the eye could sec Jeanne drank 
in with delight the odor of the salt mist that «eemed 
to go lo the very tips ol her finger^'. Fvery where 
the sea. J»ut ah^'ad of them there was something 
gray, not clearly defined in the early dawn; a sort of 
massing of strange-looking clouds, pointed, jagged, 
seemed to n st on the whalers. 

Piesci.tly It boccuiic clearer, its outline more dis- 
tinct on the hnghlcMung a large chain of moun- 
tains, peaked an«l weird, appeared. It was Corsica, 
coveted witn a lit;ht veil of inis|. The sun rose be- 
hind It, oullimno the jagged crest- like black shad- 
ows. Idien all the summits were bathed in light, 
while the icst of the island remained covered with 
mist. 

The* captain, a little sun-browned man, dried up, 
stunted, lom>hened and shrivelled by the harsh salt 
winds, appealed oi’ the bridge and in a voice hoarse 
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after twenty years of command and worn from 
shouting amid the storms, said to Jeanne: 

‘‘Do you perceive it, that odor 

She certainly noticed a strong and peculiar odor 
of plants, a wild aromatic od(Sr. 

“That is Corsica that sends out that fragrance, 
madame,” said the captain. “It is her peculiar odor 
of a pretty woman. After being away for twenty 
years, I should recognize it five miles out at sea. I 
belong to it. He, down there, at Saint Helena, he 
speaks of it always, it seems, of the odor of his 
native country. He belongs to my family." 

And the captain, taking off his hat, saluted Cor- 
sica, saluted down yonder, across the ocean, the 
great captive emperor who belonged to his family. 

Jeanne was so affected that she almost cried. 

Then, pointing toward the horizon, the captain 
said : “Les Sanguinaires." 

Julien was standing beside his wife, with his arm 
round her waist, and they both looked out into the 
distance to see what he was alluding to. They at 
length perceived t^ome pyramidal rocks which the 
vessel rounded presently to enter an immense peace- 
ful gulf surrounded by lofty summits, the base of 
which was covered with what looked like moss. 

Pointing to this verdant growth, the captain said : 
“Le maquis.” 

As they proceeded on their course the c»rcle of 
mountains appeared to close in behind the steamer, 
which moved along slowly in such a lake of trans- 
parent azure that one could sometimes see to the 
bottom. 

The town suddenly appeared perfectly white at the 
end of the gulf, on the edge of the water, at the base 
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of the mountains. Some little Italian boats were 
anchored in the dock. Four or five rowboats came 
up beside the Roi-Louis to get passengers. 

Julien» who was collecting the baggage, asked his 
wife in a low tone: “Twenty sous is enough, is it 
not, to give to the porter?** For a week he had con-* 
stantly asked the same question, which annoyed her 
each time. She replied somewhat impatiently: 
“When one is not sure of giving enough, one gives 
too much.** 

He was always disputing with the hotel pro-, 
prietors, with the servants, the drivers, the vendors 
of all kinds, and when, by dint of bargaining, he 
had obtained a reduction in price, he would say to 
Jeanne as he rubbed his hands : “1 do not like to be 
cheated.** 

She trembled whenever a bill came in, certain be- 
forehand of the remarks that he would make about 
each item, humiliated at this bargaining, blushing 
up to the roots of her hair beneath the contemptuous 
glances of the servants as they looked after her hus- 
band, while they held in their hand the meagre tip. 

He had a dispute with the boatmen who landed 
him. 

The first tree Jeanne was a palm. They went 
to a great, empty hotel at the corner of an immense 
square and ordered breakfast. , 

After an hour’s rest they arranged an itinerary 
for their trip, and at the end of thiee days spent in 
this little town, hidden at the end of the blue gulf, 
and hot as a furnace enclosed in its curtain of 
mountains, which keep every breath of air from it, 
they decided to hire some saddle horses, so as to be 
able to cross any difficult pass, and selected two little 
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' Corsican stallions with fiery eyes, thin and unweary- 
ing, and set out one morning at daybreak. A guide, 
mounted on a mule, accompanied them and carried 
the provisions, for inns are unknown in this wild 
country. 

The road ran along the gulf and soon turned into 
a kind of valley, and on toward the high mountains. 
They frequently crossed the dry beds of torrents 
with only a tiny stream of water trickling under 
the stones, gurgling faintly like a wild animal in 
hiding. 

The uncultivated country seemed perfectly barren. 
The sides of the hills were covered with tall weeds, 
yellow from the blazing sun. Sometimes they met 
a mountaineer, either on foot or mounted on a 
little horse, or astride a donkey about as big as a 
dog. They all carried a loaded rifle slung aofoss 
their backs, old rusty weapons, but redoubtable in 
their hands. 

The pungent odor of the aromatic herbs with 
which the island is overgrown seemed to make the 
air heavy. The road ascended gradually amid the 
long curves of the mountains. The red or blue 
granite p**aks gave an appearance of fairyland to 
the wild landscape, and on th*» foothills immense 
forests of chestnut, trees looked like green brush, 
compared with the elevations above them. 

Sometimes the guide, reaching out his hand to- 
ward some of these heights, would repeat a name. 
Jeanne and Julien would look where he pointed, but 
see nothing, until at last they discovered something 
gray, like a mass of stones fallen from the summit. 
It was a little village, a hamlet of granite hanging 
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there, fastened on like a veritable bird’s nest and al* 
most invisible on the huge mountain. 

Walking their horses like this made Jeanne ner- 
vous. “Let us go faster/’ she said. And she 
whipped up her horse. Then, as she did not hear 
her husband following her, she turned round and 
laughed heartily as she saw him coming along, pale, 
and holding o < to his horse’s mane as it bounced 
him up and down. His very appearance of a “beau 
cavalier” made his awkwardness and timidity all the 
more comical. 

They trotted along quietly. The road now ran 
between two interminable forests of brush, which 
covered the whole side of the mountain like a gar- 
ment. This was the “Maquis,” composed of scrub 
oak, juniper, arbutus, mastic, privet, gorse, laurel, 
myrtle and boxwood, intertwined with clematis, huge 
ferns, honeysuckle, cytisus, rosemary, lavender and 
brambles, which covered the sides of the mountain 
with an impenetrable fleece. 

They were hungry. The guide rejoined them and 
led them to one of those charming springs so fre- 
quent in rocky countries, a tiny thread of iced water 
issuing from a little hole in the rock and flowing into 
a chestnut leaf that some oasserby had placed there 
to guide the water into one’s mouth. 

Jeanne felt so happy that she could hardly restrain 
herself from screaming for joy. 

They continued their journey aiid began to de- 
scend the slope winding round the Bay of Sagone. 
Toward evening they passed through Cargese, the 
Greek village founded by a colony of refugees who 
were driven from their country. Tall, beautiful 
girls, with rounded hips, long hands and slender 
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waists, and singularly graceful, were grouped beside 
a fountain. Julien called out, '*Good evening,** and 
they replied in musical tones in the harmonious lan- 
guage of their own land. 

When they reached Piana they had to beg for 
hospitality, as in ancient times and in desert lands. 
Jeanne trembled with joy as they waited for the 
door to be opened after Julien knocked. Oh, this 
was a journey worth while, with all the unexpected 
of unexplored paths. 

It happened to be the home of a young couple. 
They received the travellers as the patriarchs must 
have received the guest sent by God, They had to 
sleep on a com husk mattress in an old moldy 
house. The woodwork, all eaten by worms, overrun 
with long boring-worms, seemed to emit sounds, to 
be alive and to sigh. 

They set off again at daybreak, and presently 
stopped before a forest, a veritable forest of purple 
granite. Ther^' were peaks, pillars, bell-towers, won- 
drous forms molded by age, the ravaging wind and 
the sea mist. As much as three hundred metres in 
height, slender, round, twisted, hooked, deformed, 
unexpected and fantastic, these amazing rocks 
looked like trees, plants, animals, monuments, men, 
monks in their garb, horned devils, gigantic birds, 
a whole population, of monsters, a menagerie of 
nightmares petrified by the will of some eccentric 
divinity, 

Jeanne had ceased talking, her heart was full. 
She took Jiilien's hand and .squeezed it, overcome 
with a longing lor love in presence of the beauty of 
nature. 

Suddenly, as they emerged from this chaos, they 
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saw before them another gulf, encircled by a wall of 
blood-red granite. And thpe red rocks were re- 
flected in the blue waters. 

“Oh, Julien !” faltered Jeanne, unable to speak for 
wonder and choking with her emotion. Two tears 
fell from her eyes. Julien gazed at her in astonish- 
ment and said : 

“What is the matter, my pet?” 

She wiped away her tears, smiled and replied in a 
rather shaky voice: 

“Nothing — I am nervous — do not know — it just 
came over me. 1 am so happy that the least thing 
affects me.” 

He could not understand these feminine attacks 
of “nerves.” the shocks of these vibrant beings, ex- 
cited at nothing, whom enthusiasm stirs as might a 
catastrophe, whom an imperceptible sensation com- 
pletely upsets, driving them wild with joy or despair. 

These tears seemed absurd to him, and thinking 
only of the bad road, he said: 

“You would do better to watch your horse.” 

They descended an almost impassable path to the 
shore of the gulf, then turned to the right to ascend 
the gloomy Val d’Ota. 

But the road was so bad *hat Julien proposed that 
they should go on foot, Jeanne was delighted. She 
was enchanted at the idea of walking, of being alone 
with him after her late emotion,* 

The guide went ahead with the mule and the 
horses and they walked slowfy. 

The mountain, cleft from top to bottom, spreads 
apart. The path lies in this breach, between two 
gigantic walls. A roaring torrent flows through the 
gorge. The air is icy, the granite looks black, and 
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liigh above one the glimpse of bine sky astonishes 
and bewilders one. 

A sudden noise made Jeanne start. She raised 
her eyes. An immense bird flew away from a hol- 
low; it was an eagle. His spread wings seemed to 
brush the two walls of the gorge and he soared into 
the blue and disappeared. 

Farther on there was a double gorge and the path 
lay between the t^^o in abrupt zigzags. Jeanne, 
careless and happy, took the lead, the pcbl)les rolling 
away beneath her feel, fearlessly leaning over the 
abysses. Juhen followed her, somewhat out of 
breoth, his eyes on the ground for fear of becoming 
dizzy. 

All at once the sun shone down on them, and it 
seemed as if thc\ were leaving the infernal legions 
They were ‘■hirstv, «nnd tollowing n track of inoislnre, 
they Clos^ccl a nildcintss of stones and founds a 
little spring conducted into a channel nude of a 
piece of hollowed out wood for the bciufit of the 
goatherds A carpet of ino*»s coveicd Mie ground 
all round it, and Jeanne and Juhen Knelt down to 
dniik 

As they were enjoying the fresh cold water, Julien 
tried to draw Jeanne away to tease her hhc re- 
sisted and their lips met and parted, and the stream 
of cold water splashed then faces, the r lutk^, then 
clothes and then hands, and their kisses iniaglod in 
the stream. 

They were a long time leaching the summit of the 
declivity, as the road was so wnidmj a ul luicven, 
and they dul not reach Evisa until evening and the 
house of Paoli Palabretti, a relative oi then guide. 

Pie was a tall man, somewhat bent, with the 
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mournful air of a consumptive. He took them to 
their room, a cheerless room of bare stone, but hand- 
some for this country, where all elegance is ignored* 
He expressed iu his language — the Coisican patois, 
a jumble of French and Italian— his pleasure at 
welcoming ibcm, when a shrill \oice interrupted him, 
A little sw..rthv woman, wuh large black eyes, a 
skin warmed b/ the s«in, a slemler waist, teeth always 
showing in a peipttual smile, dailcd forward, kissed 
Jeanne, shook fulien’s hand and said: “Good-day, 
inadame ; good-<loy, monsieur ; I hope yon are well.” 

She took their hats, shawls, cairMng all on one 
arm, for the oth^’r wa'- .11 a '>hng, .u 1 then she made 
them all i?o OiitsHic, to he»* h "I ind: “Go and 

take Ihciii tor a ik until dinner 

M. Palabn'tti oheved at on. e and walked between 
the two }o<ing p(op!e as he showed 1)10 n the village. 
He dragged his foil and his word , coughing fre- 
quently, and rc]A cling at each atla^.k of coughing: 

“It is lh( nir of the Val, which is cool, and has 
struck my chcbt “ 

lie led til# Til on a by-path beneath enormous chest- 
nut trees. .Sud Itid/ he stopped inJ s«M in his 
monotonous voice “It is i*eic t lat uiy cousin, Jean 
Rinaldi, \v.4S kided by Matbiui I on See, 1 was 
there, close to Jean, v hen Matlycu ippeared at ten 
paces fioiii us. ‘Jean,* ho cn ^rl, not go to Al- 
bertacce, do not go, Jian, or 1 will kill you. 1 warn 
you !’ 

“I took jran’s rim- ‘Do not go there, Jean; he 
will do It.’ 

“It was about a girl whoui tliiy were bot!) after^ 
Paulina Siiiacou) i. 
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**But Jean cried out: *I am going^» Mathieu; you 
will not be the one to prevent me.' 

'Then Mathieu unslung his gun» and before 1 
could adjust mine, he fired. 

"Jean leaped two feet in the air, like a child skip- 
ping, yes, monsieur, and he fell back full on me, so 
that my gun went off and rolled as far as the big 
chestnut tree over yonder. 

"Jean's mouth was wide open, but he did not utter 
a word; he was dead.” 

The young people gazed in amazement at the 
calm witness of this crime. Jeanne asked: 

"And what became of the assassin?'* 

Paoli Palabretti had a long fit of coughing and 
then said: 

"He escaped to the mountain. It was my brother 
who killed him llie following year. You know, my 
brother, Philippi Palabretti, the bandit.” ^ 

Jeanne shuddered. 

"Your brother a bandit?” 

With a gleam of pride in his eye, the calm Corsi- 
can replied : 

"Y^es, niadame. He was celebrated, that one. He 
laid low six gendarmes. He died at the same time 
as Nicolas Morali, when they were trapped in the 
Niolo, after six days of fighting, and were about to 
die of hunger. 

"The country is worth it,” he added with a re- 
sigpied air in the same tone in which he said : "It is 
the air of the Val, which is cool.” 

Then they went home to dinner, and the little 
Corsican woman behaved as if she had known them 
for twenty years. 

But Jeanne was worried. When Julien again held 
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her in his arms, would she experience the same 
strange and intense sensation that she had felt on 
the moss beside the spring? And when they were 
alone together that evening she trembled lest she 
should still be insensible to his kisses. But she was 
reassured, and this was her first night of love. 

The next day, as they were about to set out, she 
decided that she would not leave this humble cot- 
tage, where it seemed as though a fresh happiness 
had begun for her. 

She called her host's little wife into her room and, 
while making clear that she did not mean it as a 
present, she insisted, even with some annoyance, on 
sending her from Paris, as soon as she arrived, a 
remembrance, a remembrance to which she attached 
an almost superstitious signiEcance. 

The little Corsican refused for some time, not 
wishing to accept it. But at last she consented, say- 
ing: 

‘'Well, then, send me a little pistol, a very small 
one.” 

Jeanne opened her eyes in astonishment. The 
other added in her ear, as one conEdes a sweet and 
intimate secret: ‘Tt is to kill my brother-in-law.” 
And smiling, she hastily unwound the bandages 
around the helpless arm, and showing her Erm, white 
skin with the scratch of a stiletto aci ~>ss it, now al- 
most healed, she said : ‘Tf 1 had not Seen almost as 
strong as he is, he would have killed me. My hus- 
band is not jealous, he knows me ; and, besides, he is 
ill, you know, and that quiets your blood. And, be- 
sides, madame, I am an honest woman; but my 
brother-in-law believes all that he hears. He is jeal- 
ous for my husband and he will sureU try it again. 
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Then 1 shall have my little pistol; I shall be easy, 
and sure of my revenge.’* 

Jeanne promised to send the weapon, kissed her 
new friend tenderly and they set out on their 
journey. 

The rest of the trip was nothing but a dream, a 
continual series of embraces, an intoxication of ca- 
resses. She saw nothing, neither the landscape, nor 
the people, nor the places where they stopped. She 
saw nothing but Julicn. 

On arriving at Bastia, they had to pay the guide. 
Julien fumbled in his pockets. Not finding what he 
wanted, he said to Jeanne: "As you are not using 
your mother’s two thousand francs, give them to me 
to carry. They will be safer in my belt, and it will 
avoid my having to make change.” 

She handed hiiii her purse. 

They went to Leghorn, visited Florence, Genoa 
and all the Cornici. They reached Marseilles on a 
morning when the north wind was blowing. Two 
months had elapsed since they left the "Poplars.” It 
was now the 15th of October. 

Jeanne, affected by the cold wind that seemed to 
come from }onder, from far-off Normandy, felt sad. 
Julicn had, ftir some time, appeared changed, tired, 
indifferent, and she feared she knew not what. 

They deta>ed their return home four days longer, 
not being al»lc to make up their minds to leave this 
pleasant land of the sun. It seemed to her that she 
had conie to an end of her happiness. 

At length tlu-y left. They were to make all their 
purchases in Paris, prior to settling down for good 
at the "Poplars,” and Jeanne looked forward to 
bringing back some treasures, thanks to her mother’s 
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present But the first thing she thought of was the 
pistol promised to the little Corsican woman of 
Evisa. 

The day after they arrived she said to Julien: 
•‘Dear, will you give me that money of mamma's? 
I want to make my purchases." 

He turned toward her with a look of annoyance. 

“How much do you want?" 

“Why — whatever you please." 

“I will give you a hundred francs," he replied, 
“but do not squander it" 

She did not know what to say, amazed and con- 
fused. At length she faltered: “But— I — handed 
you the money to " 

He did not give her time to finish. 

“Yes, of course. Whether it is in my pocket or 
yours makes no difference from the moment that we 
have the same purse. I do not refuse you, do I, since 
I am giving you a hundred francs?" 

She took the five gold pieces without saying a 
word, but she did not venture to ask for any more, 
and she bought nothing but the pistol. 

Eight days later they set out for the “Poplars." 
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DISENCHANTMENT 

The family and servants were awaiting them out- 
side the white gate with brick supports. The post- 
chaise drew up and there were Jong and affectionate 
greetings. Little mother wept; Jeanne, affected, 
wiped away some tears ; father nervously walked up 
and down. 

Then, as the baggage was being unloaded, they 
told of their travels beside the parlor fire. Jeanne's 
words flowed freely, and everything was told, every- 
thing, in a half hour, except, perhaps, a few little 
details forgotten in this rapid account. 

The young wife then went to undo her parcels. 
Rosalie, also greatly affected, assisted her. When 
this was finished and everything had been put away, 
the little maid left her mistress, and Jeanne, some- 
what fatigued, sat down. 

She asked herself what she was now going to do, 
seeking some occupation for her mind, some work 
for her hands. She* did not care to go down again 
into the drawing-room, where her mother was asleep, 
and she thought she would take a walk. But the 
country seemed so sad that she felt a weight at her 
heart on only looking out of the window. 

Then it came to her that she had no longer any- 
thing to do, never again anything to do. All her 
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young life at the convent had been preoccupied uKth 
the future, busied v/ith dreams. The constant excite- 
ment of hope filled her hours at that time, so that 
she was not aware of their flight. Then hardly had 
she left those austere walls, where her illusions had 
unfolded, than her expectations of love were at once 
realized. The longed-for lover, met, loved and mar- 
ried within a few weeks, as one marries on these 
sudden resolves, had carried her off in his arms, 
without giving her time for reflection. 

But now the sweet reality of the first days was to 
become the everyday reality, which closed the door 
jn vague hopes, on the enchanting worries of the 
unknown. Yes, there was nothing more to look for- 
ward to. And there was nothing more to do, to- 
day, to-morrow, never. She fell all this vaguely as a 
certain disillusion, a certain crumbling of hef 
di earns. 

She rose and leaned her forehead against the cold 
window panes. 

Then, after gazing for some time at the sky across 
which dark clouds were passing, she decided to go 
out 

Was this the same Cv mtry, the same grass, the 
same trees as in May? What had become of the 
sunlit cheerfulness of the leaves and the poetry of 
the green grass, where dandelions, poppies and moon 
daisies bloomed and where yellow butterflies flut- 
tered as though held by invisible wires? And this 
intoxication of the air teeming with life, with 
fragrance, with fertilizing pollen, existed no longer ’ 

The avenues, soaked by the constant autumnal 
downpours, were covered with a thick carpet of 
fallen leaves which extended beneath the shivering 
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bareness o£ the almost leafless poplars. She went 
as far as the shrubbery. It was as sad as the cham- 
ber of a dying person. A green hedge which sep- 
arated the little winding walks wbs bare of leaves. 
Little birds flew from place to place with a little 
chilly cry, seeking a shelter. 

The thick curtain of elm trees that formed a pro- 
tection against the sea wind, the lime tree and the 
plane tree with their crimson and yellow tints seemed 
clothed, the one in red velvet and the other in yel- 
low silk. 

Jeanne walked slowly up and down petite mere's 
avenue, alongside the Couillards' farm. Something 
weighed on her spirit like a presentiment of the long 
boredom of the monotonous life about to begin. 

She seated herself on the bank where Julien hacb 
first told her of his love and remained there, dream- 
ing, scarcely thinking, depressed to the very soul, 
longing to lie down, to sleep, in order to escape the 
dreariness of the day. 

All at once she perceived a gull crossing the sky, 
carried away in a gust of wind, and she recalled the 
eagle she had seen down there in Corsica, in the 
gloomy vale of Ota. She felt a spasm at her heart 
as at the remembrance of something pleasant that 
is gone by, and she had a sudden vision of the beau- 
tiful island with its wild perfume, its sun that ripens 
oranges and lemons, its mountains with their rosy 
summits, its azure gulfs and its ravines through 
which the torrents flowed. 

And the moist, severe landscape that surrounded 
her, with the falling leaves and the gray clouds 
blown along by the wind, enfolded her in such a 
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heavy mantle of misery that she went back to the 
house to keep from sobbing. 

Her mother was dozing in a torpid condition in 
front of the fire, accustomed to the melancholy of 
the long days, and not noticing it any longer. Her 
father and Julien had gone for a walk to talk about 
business matters. Night was coming on, filling the 
large drawing-room with gloom lighted by reflections 
of light from the fire. 

The baron presently appeared, followed by Julien. 
As soon as the vicomte entered the room he rang 
the bell, saying: “Quick, quick, let us have some 
light ! It is gloomy in here.” 

And he sat down before the fire. While his wet 
shoes were steaming in the warmth and the mud 
was drying on his soles, he rubbed his hands cheer- 
fully as he said; “I think it is going to freeze; the 
sky is clearing in the north, and it is full moon to- 
night ; we shall have a stinger to-night.” 

Then turning to his daughter: “Well, little one, 
are you glad to be back again in your own country, 
in your own home, with the old folks ?” 

This simple question upset Jeanne. She threw 
herself into her father's arms, her eyes full of tears, 
and kissed him nervously, as though asking pardon, 
for in spite of her honest attempt " o be cheerful, she 
felt sad enough to give up altogether. She recalled 
the joy she had promised herself at seeing her par- 
ents again, and she was surprised at the coldness 
that seemed to numb her affection, just as if, after 
constantly thinking of those one loves, when at a 
distance and unable to see them at any moment, one 
itfaould feel, on seeing them again, a sort of check of 
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irfFection^ until the bonds of their life in common had 
been renewed. 

Dinner lasted a long time. No one spoke much. 
Julien appeared to have forgotten Jhis wife. 

In the drawing-room Jeanne sat before the fire in 
a drowsy condition, opposite little mother, who was 
sound asleep. Aroused by the voices of the men, 
Jeanne asked heiself, as she tried to rouse herself, if 
she, too, was going to become a slave to this dreary 
lethargy of habit that nothing varies. 

The baron approached the fire, and holding out 
his hands to the glowing flame, he said, smiling: 
“Ah, that burns finely this evening. It is freezing, 
children ; it is freezing.*’ Then, placing his hand on 
Jeanne’s shoulder and pointing to the fire, he said: 
“See here, little daughter, that is the best thing in 
life, the hearth, the hearth, with one’s own aroui^ 
one. Nothing else counts. But supposing we retire. 
You children must be tired out.” 

When she was in her room, Jeanne asked herself 
how she could feel so differently on returning a sec- 
ond time to the place that she thought she loved. 
Why did she feel as though she were wounded? 
Why did this house, this beloved country, all that 
hitherto had thnlled her with happiness, now appear 
so distressing? 

Her eyes suddenly fell on her clock. The little bee 
was still swinging from left to right and from right 
to left with the same quick, continuous motion above 
the scarlet blossoms. All at once an impulse of ten- 
derness moved her to tears at sight of this little piece 
of mechanism that seemed to be alive. She had not 
been so affected on kissing her father and mother. 
The heart has mysteries that no arguments can solves 
64 



UNE VIE 


For the first time since her marriage she was alone* 
Julien* under pretext of fatigue* having taken an- 
other room. 

She lay awake a long time, unaccustomed to being 
alone and disturbed by the bleak nortli wind which 
beat against the roof. 

She was awakened the next morning by a bright 
light that flooded her room. She put on a dressing 
gown and ran to the window and opened it. 

An icy breeze, sharp and bracing, streamed into 
the room, making her skin tingle and her eyes water. 
The sun appeared behind the trees on a crimson sky, 
and the earth, covered with frost and dry and hard, 
rang out beneath one’s footsteps. In one night ali 
the leaves had blown off the trees, and in the dis- 
tance beyond the level ground was seen the long 
green line of water, covered with trails of white 
foam. 

Jeanne dressed herself and went out, and for the 
sake of an object she went to call on the farmers. 

The Martins held up their hands in surprise, and 
Mrs. Martin kissed her on both cheeks, and thea 
they made her drink a glass of noyau. She then 
went to the other farm. 'Pho Coui Hards also were 
surpri.scd. Mrs. Couillard pecked her on the ears 
and she had to drink a glass of cassis. Then she 
went home to breakfast. • 

The day went by like the previous day, cold in- 
stead of damp. And the other days of the week re- 
sembled these two days, and all the weeks of the 
month were like the first week. 

Little by little, however, she ceased to regret 
far-off lands. The force of habit was covering her 
life with a layer of resignation sini/i*r to the linie- 
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stone formation deposited on objects by certain 
springs. And a kind of interest for the thousand- 
and-one little insignificant things of daily life, a 
care for the simple, ordinary everyday occupations, 
awakened in her heart. A sort of pensive melan- 
choly, a vague disenchantment with life was grow- 
ing up in her mind. What did she lack ? What did 
she want? She did not know. She had no worldly 
desires, no thirst for amusement, no longing for 
permissible pleasures. What then? Just as old 
furniture tarnishes in time, so everything was 
slowly becoming faded to her eyes, everything 
seemed to be fading, to be taking on pale, dreary 
shades. 

Her relations with Julien had completely changed. 
He seemed to be quite different since they came back 
from their honeymoon, like an actor who has played 
his part and resumes his ordinary manner. He 
scarcely paid any attention to her or even spoke to 
het. All trace of love had suddenly disappeared, 
and he seldom came into her room at night. 

He had taken charge of the money and of the 
house, changed the leases, worried the peasants, cut 
down expenses, and having adopted the costume of 
a gentleman farmer, he had lost his polish and ele- 
gance as a fiance. 

He always wore the same suit, although it was 
covered with spots. It was an old velveteen shoot- 
ing jacket with brass buttons, that he had found 
among his former wardrobe, and with the careless- 
ness that is frequent with those who no longer seek 
to please, he had given up shaving, and his long 
beard, badly cut, made an incredible change for the 
worse in his appearance. His hands were never 
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cared for, and after each meal he drank four or five 
glasses of brandy. 

Jeanne tried to remonstrate with him gently, but 
he had answered her so abruptly: "Won't you let me 
alone!" that she never ventured to give him any 
more advice. 

She had adapted herself to these changes in a 
manner that surprised herself. He had become a 
stranger to her, a stranger whose mind and heart 
were closed to her. She constantly thought about 
it, asking herself how it was that after having met, 
loved, married in an impulse of affection, they 
should all at once find themselves almost as much 
strangers as though they had never shared the same 
room. 

And how was it that she did not feel this neglect 
more deeply? Was this life? Had they deceived 
themselves? Did the future hold nothing further 
for her ? 

If Julien had remained handsome, carefully 
dressed, elegant, she might possibly have suffered 
more deeply. 

It had been agreed that after the new year the 
young couple should remain alone and that the 
father and mother sn^uld go back to spend a few 
months at their house in Rouen. The young people 
were not to leave the "Poplar*'” that winter, so as 
to get thoroughly settled and to become accustomed 
to each other and to the^lace where all their life 
would be passed. They had a few neighbors to 
whom Julien would introduce his wife. These were 
the Brisevilles, the Colteliers and the Fourvilles. 

But the young people could not begin to pay calls 
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because they had not as yet been able to get a painter 
to alter the armorial bearings on the carriage. 

The old family coach had been given up to his 
son*in-law by the baron, and nothing would have 
induced him to show himself at the neighboring 
chateaux if the coat-of-arms of the De Lamares 
were not quartered with those of the Le Perthuis 
des Vauds. 

There was only one man in the district who made 
a specialty of heraldic designs, a painter of Bolbec, 
called Bataille, who was in demand at all the^or- 
man castles in turn to make these precious designs 
on the doors of carriages. 

At length one morning in December* just as they 
were finishing breakfast, they saw an individual open 
the gate and walk toward the house. He was carry- 
ing a box on his back. This was Bataille. 

They offered him some breakfast, and, while he 
was eating, the baron and Julien made sketched of 
quarterings. The baroness, all upset as soon as 
these things were discussed, gave her opinion. And 
even Jeanne took part in the discussion, as though 
some mysterious Interest had suddenly awal^ened in 
her. 

Bataille, while eating, gave his ideas, at timeii tak- 
ing the pencil and tracing a design, citing examples, 
describing all the aristocratic carriages in the coun- 
tryside, and seemed to have brought with him in his 
ideas, even in his voice, a sort of atmosphere oi 
aristocracy. 

As soon as he had finished his coffee, they all went 
to the coach house. They took off the cover of the 
carriage and Bataille examined it. He then gravely 
gave his views as *o the size he considered suitable 
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for the design, and after an exchange of ideas, he 
set to work. 

Notwithstanding the cold, the baroness had her 
chair brought out so as to watch him working, and 
then her foot-stove, for her feet were freezing. She 
then began to chat with the painter, on all the recent 
births, deaths and marriages of which she had not 
heard, thus adding to the genealogical tree which 
she carried in her memory. 

Julien sat beside her, astride oq a chair. He was 
smoking, spitting on the ground, listening and fol- 
lowing with his glances the emblazoning of his rank. 

Presently old Simon, who was on his way to the 
vegetable garden, his spade on his shoulder, stopped 
to look at the work; and as Bataillc's arrival had 
become known at the two farms, the farmers' wives 
soon put in an appearance. They went into rap- 
tures, standing one at either side of the baroness, 
exclaiming; “My* it requires some cleverness all 
the same to fix up those things," 

The two doors could not be finished before the 
next day about eleven o'clock. Every one was on 
hand; ^nd they dragged the carriage outside ia as 
to get a better view of it. 

It^wajp perfect Bataille was complimented, and 
went off with his box on his back. They all agreed 
that the painter had great ability, and if circum- 
stances had been favorable ^vould doubtless have 
been a artist. 

Julien, by way of economy, had introduced great 
reforms which necessitated making some changes. 
The old coachman had been made gardener, Julien 
undertaking to drive himself, having sold the car- 
riage horses to avoid buying feed for them.' But 
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as it was necessary to have some one to hold the 
horses when he and his wife got out of the car- 
riage, he had made a little cow tender named Marius 
into a groom. Then in order to get some horses, 
he introduced a special clause into the Couillards' 
and Martins’ leases, by which they were bound to 
supply a horse each, on a certain day every month, 
the date to be fixed by him ; and this would exempt 
them from their tribute of poultry. 

So the Couillards brought a big yellow horse, and 
the Martins a small white animal with long, un- 
dipped coat, and the two were harnessed up to- 
gether. Marius, buried in an old livery belonging 
to old Simon, led the carriage up to the front door. 

Julien, looking clean and brushed up, looked a lit- 
tle like his former self ; but his long beard gave him 
a common look in spite of all. He looked over the 
horses, the carriage, and the little groom, and seeijiicd 
satisfied, the only really important thing to him be- 
ing the newly painted escutcheon. 

The baroness came down leaning on her husband’s 
arm and got into the carriage. Then Jeanne ap- 
peared. She began to laugh at the horses, saying 
that the white one was the son of the yellow horse; 
then, perceiving Marius, his face buried under his 
hat with its cockade, his nose alone preventing it 
from covering his face altogether, his hands hidden 
in his long sleeves, and the tail of his coat forming a 
skirt round his legs, his feet encased ,in immense 
shoes showing in a comical manner beneath it, and 
then when he threw his head back so as to see, and 
lifted up his leg to walk as if he were crossing a 
river, she burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. 

The baron turned round, glanced at the little be- 
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wildered groom and he» too, burst out laughing, call^ 
ing to his wife: ''Look at Ma-Ma-Marius ! Is he 
not comical ? Heavens, how funny he looks !” 

The baroness, looking out of the carriage window* 
was also convulsed, so that the carriage shook on its 
springs. 

But Julien, pale with anger, asked: “What makes 
you laugh like that? Are you crazy?*' 

Jeanne, quite convulsed and unable to stop laugh- 
ing, sat down on the doorstep; the baron did the 
same, while, in the carriage, spasmodic sneezes, a 
sort of constant chuckling, told that the baroness 
was choking. Presently there was a motion beneath 
Marius* livery. He had, doubtless, understood the 
joke, for he was shaking with laughter beneath his 
hat. 

Julien darted forward in exasperation. With a 
box on the ear he sent the boy*s hat flying across 
the lawn ; then, turning toward his fathcr-in-law, he 
stammered in a voice trembling with rage : “It seems 
to me that you should be the last to laugh. We 
should not be where we are now if you had not 
wasted your money and ruined your property. 
Whose fault is it if you are ruined?*' 

The laughter ceasf i at once, and no one spoke. 
Jeanne, now ready to cry, got into the carriage and 
sat beside her mother. The ^aron, silent and as- 
tonished, took his place opposit.* the two ladies, and 
Julien sat on the box after liftmg to the seat beside 
him the weeping boy, whose face was beginning to 
swell. 

The road was dreary and appeared long. The oc- 
cupants of the carriage were silent. All three sad 
and embarrassed, they would not acknowledge to one 
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another what was occupying their thoughts. They 
felt that they could not talk on indifferent subjects 
while these thoughts had possession of them, and 
preferred to remain silent than to allude to this 
painful subject. 

They drove past farmyards^ the carriage jogging 
along unevenly with the ill-matched animals, putting 
to flight terrified black hens who plunged into the 
bushes and disappeared, occasionally followed by a 
barking wolf-hound. 

At length they entered a wide avenue of pine 
trees, at the end of which was a white, closed gate. 
Marius ran to open it, and they drove in round an 
immense grass plot, and drew up before a high, 
spacious, sacl-loolving building with cK>sed shutters. 

The hall door opened abruptly, and an old, para- 
lyzed servant wearing a black waistcoat with red 
stripes partially covered by his working apron 
slowly descended the slanting steps. lie took the 
visitors' names and led them into an immense re- 
ception room, and opened with difficulty the Venetian 
blinds which were always kept closed. The furni- 
ture had covers on it, and the clock and candelabra 
were wrapped in white muslin. An atmosphere of 
mildew, an atmosphere of former days, damp and 
icy, seemed to permeate one's lungs, heart and skin 
with melancholy. 

They all sat down and waited. They heard steps 
in the hall above them that betokened unaccustomed 
haste. The hosts were hurriedly dressing. The 
baroness, who was chilled, sneezed constantly. 
Julien paced up and down. Jeanne, despondent, sat 
beside her niotlicr. The baron leaned against the 
marble mantelpiece with his head bent down. 
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Finally, one of the tall doors opened, and the 
Vicomte and Vicomtesse de Briseville appeared 
They were both small, thin, vivacious, of no age in 
particular, ceremonious and embarrassed. 

After the first greetings, there seemed to be noth- 
ing to say. So they began to congratulate each 
other for no special reason, and hoped that these 
friendly relations would be kept up. It was a treat 
to see people when one lived in the country the year 
round. 

The icy atmosphere pierced to their bones ahd 
made their voices hoarse. The baroness was cough- 
ing now and had stopped sneezing. The baron 
thought it was time to leave. The Brisevilles said; 
^What, so soon ? Stay a little longer.'* But Jeanne 
had risen ir spite of Julien's signals, for he thought 
the visit too short 

They attempted to ring for the servant to order 
the carriage to the door, but the bell would not ringk 
The host started out himself to attend to it, but 
found that the horses had been put in the stable. 

They had to wait. Every one tried to think oi 
something to say. Jeanne, involuntarily shivering 
with cold, inquired what their hosts did to occupy 
themselves all the 3 ar round. The Brisevilles 
W'cre much astonished; for llujy were always busy, 
either writing letters to their*aristocratic relations, 
of whom they had a number scattered all over 
France, or attending to microsc»-pic duties, as cere- 
monious to one another as though they were 
strangers, and talking grandiloquently of the most 
insignificant matters. 

At last the carriage passed the windows with its 
ilhmatched team* But Marius had disappeared. 
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Thinking he was off duty until evening, he had 
doubtless gone for a walk* 

Julien, perfectly furious, begged them to send him 
home on foot, and after a great many farewells on 
both sides, they set out for the “Poplars." 

As soon as they were inside the carriage, Jeanne 
and her father, in spite of Julien's brutal behavior 
of the morning which still weighed on their minds, 
began to laugh at the gestures and intonations of 
the Brisevilles* The baron imitated the husband, 
and Jeanne the wife. But the baroness, a little 
touchy in these particulars, said: “You are wrong to 
ridicule them thus ; they are people of excellent f am* 
ily/' They were silent out of respect for little 
mother, but nevertheless, from time to time, Jeanne 
and her fathet began again. The baroness could 
not forbear smiling in her turn, but she repeated: 
“It is not nice to laugh at people who belong to ^ur 
class." 

Suddenly the carriage stopped, and Julien called 
out to someone behind it Then Jeanne and the 
baron, leaning out, saw a singular creature that ap* 
peared to be rolling along toward them. His legs 
entangled in his flowing coattails, and blinded by his 
hat which kept falling over his face, shaking his 
sleeves like the sails of a windmill, and splashing 
into puddles of watei, and stumbling against stones 
in the road, running and bounding, Marius was fol- 
lowing the carriage as fast as his legs could carry 
him. 

As soon as he caught up with it, Julien, leaning 
over, seized him by the collar of his coat, sat him 
down beside him, and letting go the reins, began to 
shower blows on the boy's hat, which sank down to 
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his shoulders with the reverberations of a dmiiL 
The boy screamed, tried to get away, to jump from 
the carriage, while his master, holding him with 
one hand, continued beating him with the other. 

Jeanne, dumfounded, stammered : “Father — oh, 
father !" And the baroness, wild with indignation, 
squeezed her husband’s arm. “Stop him. Jack!” she 
exclaimed. The baron quickly lowered the front 
window, and seizing hold of his son-in-law’s sleeve, 
he sputtered out in a voice trembling with rage: 
“Have you almost finished beating that child?” 

Julien turned round in astonishment: “Don’t you 
see what a condition his livery is in ?” 

But the baron, placing his head between them, 
said: “Well, what do I care? There is no need to 
be brutal like that I” 

Julien got angry again: “Let me alone, please; 
this is not your affair !” And he was raising his 
hand again when his father-in-law caught hold of 
it and dragged it down so roughly that he knocked 
it against the wood of the seat, and he roared at 
him so loud: “If you do not stop, I shall get out, 
and I will see that you stop it, myself,’* that Julien 
calmed down at once, nd shrugging his shoulders 
without replying, he whipped up the horses, who set 
out at a quick trot. / 

The two women, pale as death, did tiot stir, and 
one could hear distinctly the thi mping of the bar* 
oness’ heart. 

At dinner Julien was more charming than usual, 
as though nothing had occurred. Jeanne, her father, 
and Madame Adelaide, pleased to see him so amiable, 
fell in with his mood, and when Jeanne mentioned 
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tfie Brisevilles, he laughed at them himself, adding, 
however: "All the same, they have the grand air," 

They made no more visits, each one fearing to 
revive the Marius episode. They decided to send 
New Year's cards, and to wait until the first warm 
days of spring before paying any more calls. 

At Christmas they invited the cure, the mayor and 
his wife to dinner, and again on New Year’s Day. 
These were the only events that varied the mo- 
notony of their life. The baron and his wife were 
to leave ‘'The Poplars” on the ninth of January. 
Jeanne wanted to keep them, but Julien did not 
acquiesce, and the baron sent for a post-chaise from 
Rouen, seeing his son-in-law’s coolness. 

The day before their departure, as it was a clear 
frost, Jeanne and her father decided to go to Yport, 
which they had not visited since her return from 
Corsica. They crossed the wood where she •had 
strolled on her wedding-day, all wrapped up in the 
one whose lifelong companion she had become; the 
wood where she had received her first kiss, trembled 
at the first breath of love, had a pres^nthnciit of that 
sensual love of which she did not become aware un- 
til she was in the wild vale of Ota beside the spring 
where they mingled their kisses as they drank of its 
waters. The trees were now leafless, the climbing 
vines dead. s 

They entered the little village. The empty, silent 
streets smelled of the sea, of wrack, of fish. Huge 
brown nets were still hanging up to dry outside 
the houses, or stretched out on the shingle. The 
gray, cold sea, with its eternal roaring foam, was 
going out, uncovering the green rocks at the foot 
of the cliff toward Fecamp. 
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Jeanne and her father, motionless, watched the 
fishermen setting out in their boats in the dusk, as 
they did every night, risking their lives to keep 
from starving, and so poor, nevertheless, that they 
never taste4 nieat. 

The baron, inspired at the sight of the ocean, mur- 
mured: “It is terrible, but it is beautiful. How 
magnificent this sea is on which the darkness is fall- 
ing, and on which so many lives are in peril, is it 
not, Jeannette?** 

She replied with a cold smile : 'Tt is nothing to the 
Mcdileiranoan.’* 

Her father, indignant, exclaimed: “The Mediter- 
ranean! It is oil, sugar water, bluing water in a 
washtub. Look at this sea, how terrible it is with 
its crests of foam ! And think of all those men who 
have set out on it, and who arc already out ol 
sight/' 

Jeanne assented with a sigh: “Yes. if you think 
so.*' lUit this name, “Mediterranean,*' had wrung 
her heart afre^^h, sending her thoughts back to those 
distant lands where her dreams lay buried. 

Instead of returning home by the woods, th^ 
walked along the road, mounting the ascent slowly* 
They wer#> silent, sad at the thought of the ap- 
proaching sopaiation. i\s they passed along beside 
the farmyai tls an odor of crushed apples, that smell 
of new cider \<^hich seems to p rvade the atmos- 
phere in ^hls season all through N^ormandy, rose to 
their nostrils, or else a strong smell of the cow 
stables. A small lighted window at the end of the 
yard indicated the farmhouse. 

It seemed Jeanne that her mind was expanding, 
was beginning to understand the psychic meaning 
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of things; and these little scattered gleams in the 
landscape gave her, all at once, a keen sense of the 
isolation of all human lives, a feeling that every- 
thing detaches, separates, draws one far away from 
the things they love. 

She said, in a resigned tone: *Tife is not always 
cheerful” 

The baron sighed: ^^How can it be helped, daugh- 
ter? We can do nothing.” 

The following day the baron and hts wife went 
away« and Jeanne and Julien were left alone. 



CHAPTER VII 


Jeanne’s discovery 

Cards now became a distraction in the life of 
the young people. Every morning after breakfast, 
Julien would play several games of bezique with his 
wife, smoking and sipping brandy as he played. She 
would then go up to her room and sit down beside 
the window, and as the rain beat against the panes, 
or the wind shook the windows, she would em- 
broider away steadily. Occasionally she would raise 
her eyes and look out at the gray sea which had 
white-caps on it. Then, after gazing listlessly for 
some time, she would resume her work. 

She had nothing else to do, Julien having taken 
the entire management of the house, to satisfy his 
craving for authority and his craze for economy. 
He was parsimonious in the extreme, never gave 
any tips, cut down the food to the merest neces- 
saries; and as Jeanne s’ ce her return had ordered 
the baker to make her a little Norman “galette” for 
breakfast, he had cut down this extra expense, and 
condemned her to eat toast 

She said nothing in order to avuid recriminations, 
arguments and quarrels; but she suffered keenly at 
each fresh manifestation of avarice on the part of 
her husband. It appeared to her low and odious, 
brought up as she had been in a family where money 
was never considered. How often had she not 
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lieard her mother say : ''Why, money is made to be 
spent" Julien would now say: ''Will you never be- 
come accustomed to not throwing money away?" 
And each time he deducted a few sous from some 
one’s salary or on a note, he would say with a 
•mile, as he slipped the change into his pocket: 
•Tittle streams make big rivers." 

On certain days Jeanne would sit and dream. She 
Would gradually cease sewing and, with her hands 
Idle, and forgetting her surroundings, she would 
weave one of those romances of her girlhood and 
be lost in some enchanting adventure. But sud- 
denly Julien’s voice giving some orders to old 
Simon would snatch her abruptly from her dreams, 
and she would take up her work again, saying: 
“That is all over," and a tear would fall on her 
hands as she plied the needle. 

Rosalie, formerly so cheerful and always singing, 
had changed. Her rounded cheeks had lost their 
color, and were now almost hollow, and sometimes 
had an earthy hpc. Jeanne would frequently ask 
her: “Are you ill, my girl?" The liltle maid would 
reply: “No, niadanie,” while her cheeks would red- 
den slightly and she would retire hastily. 

At the end of January the snow came. Tn one 
night the whole plain was covered and the trees 
next morning were white with icy foam. 

On one of these mornings, Jeanne was sitting 
warming her feet before the fire in her room, while 
Rosalie, who had changed from day to day, was 
making the bed. Suddenly hearing behind her a 
kind of moan, Jeanne asked, without turning her 
head: “What is the matter?" 
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The maid replied as usual: ''Nothing, madame**; 
but her voice was weak and trembling. 

Jeanne’s thoughts were on something else, when 
she noticed that the girl was not moving about the 
room. She called: ‘'Rosalie!” Still no sound. 
Then, thinking she might have left the room, she 
cried in a louder tone: "Rosalie!” and she was 
reaching out her arm to ring the bell, when a deep 
moan close beside her made her start up with a 
shudder. 

The little servant, her face livid, her eyes hag- 
gard, was seated on the floor, her legs stretched ou4 
and her back leaning against the bed. Jeanne sprang 
toward her. "What is the matter with you — ^what is 
the matter?” she asked. 

The girl did not reply, did not move. She stared 
vacantly at her mistress and gasped as though she 
were in terrible pain. Then, suddenly, she slid 
down on her back at full length, clenching her teeth 
to smother a cry of anguish. 

Jeanne suddenly understood, and almost distracted, 
she ran to the head of the stairs, crying: "Julien, 
Julien !” 

"What do you want?” he replied from below. 

She hardly knew how to tell him. "It is Rosalie^ 
who ” 

Julien rushed upstairs two steps at a time, and 
going abruptly into the room, he found the poor girl 
had just been delivered of a child He looked round 
with a wicked look on his face, and pushing his ter- 
rified wife out of the room, exclaimed: "This is non© 
of your affair. Go away. Send me Ludivine and 
old Sim(*n.” 

Jeanne, trembling, descended to the kitchen, and 

8i 



UNE VIE 


theti, not daring to go upstairs again, she went into 
the drawing-room, in which there had been no fire 
since her parents left, and anxiously awaited news. 

She presently saw the man-servant running out 
of the house. Five minutes l;)|ter he returned with 
Widow Dentu, the nurse of the district. 

Then there was a great commotion on the stairs 
as though they were carrying a wounded person, 
and Julien came in and told Jeanne that she might 
go back to her room. 

She trembled as if she had witnessed some terrible 
accident. She sat down again before the fire, and 
asked: ^'How is she?” 

Julien, preoccupied and nervous, was pacing up 
and down the room. He seemed to be getting an- 
gry, and did not reply at first. Then he stopped 
and said: “What do you intend to do with this 
girl?” 

She did not understand, and looked at her hus- 
band. “Why, what do you mean? I do not know.” 

Then suddenly flying into a rage, he exclaimed; 
"We cannot keep a bastard in the house.” 

Jeanne was very much bewildered, and said at the 
end of a long silence: “But, my friend, perhaps we 
could put it out to nurse?” 

He cut her short: “And who will pay the bill? 
You will, no doubt.” 

She reflected for some time, trying to find some 
way out of the difficulty ; at length she said • “Why, 
the father will take care of it, of the child; and if 
he marries Rosalie, there will be no more difficulty.” 

Julien, as though his patience were exhausted, re- 
plied furiously : “The father ! — ^the father !— do you 
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know him — ^the father? No, is it not so? Well 
then r 

Jeanne, much affected, became excited: “But you 
certainly would not let the girl go away like that 
It would be cowardly ! We will inquire the name 
of the man, and we will go and find him, and he will 
have to explain matters.” 

Julien had calmed down and resumed his pacing 
up and down. “My dear,” he <iaid, “she will not tell 
the name of the man ; she will not tell you any more 
than she will tell me — and, if he does not want 
her? . . . We cannot, however, keep a woman 

and her illegitimate child under our roof, don't you 
understand ?” 

Jeanne, persistent, replied: “Then he must be a 
wretch, this man. But we must certainly find out 
who it is, and then he will have us to deal with.” 

Julien colored, became annoyed again, and said: 
“But— meanwhile ?” 

She did not know what course to take, and asked: 
‘What do you propose?” 

“Oh, I? That's very simple. I would give her 
some money and send her to the devil with her 
brat.” 

The young wife, ind!. nanl, was disgusted with 
him. “That shall never be,” she said, “She is my 
foster-sister, that girl; we grew up together. She 
has made a mistake, so much the worse; but I will 
not cast her out of doors on that account ; and, if it 
is necessary, I will bring up the child.” 

Then Julien’s wrath exploded: “And we should 
earn a fine reputation, we, with our name and our 
position! And they would say of us ever)rwhere 
that we were protecting vice, harboring beggars; 
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and decent people would never set their foot inside 
our doors. What are you thinking of? You must 
be crazy 

She had remained quite calm. “I shall never cast 
off Rosalie; and if you do not wish her to stay, my 
mother will take her ; and we shall surely succeed in 
finding out the name of the father of the child." 

He left the room in exasperation, banging the door 
after him and exclaiming: "What stupid ideas 
women have!" 

In the af^^ernoon Jeanne went up to see the patient. 
The little maid, watched over by Widow Dentu, was 
lying still in her bed, her eyes wide open, while the 
nurse held the new-born babe in her arms. 

As soon as Rosalie perceived her mistress, she 
began to sob, hiding her face in the covert and 
shaking with her sorrow. Jeanne wanted to kiss 
her, but she avoided it by keeping her face covdted. 
But the nurse interfered, and drawing away the 
sheet, uncovered her face, and she let Jeanne kiss 
her, weeping still, but more quietly. 

A meagre fire was burning in the grate ; the room 
was cold; the child was crying. Jeanne (.id not dare 
to speak of the little one, for fear of another at- 
tack, and she took her maid's hand as she said me- 
chanically: “Tt will not matter, it will not matter." 
The poor girl glanced furtively at the nurse, and 
trembled as the infant cried, and the ren enibrance 
of her sorrow came to her mind occasionally in a 
convulsive sob, while suppressed tears choked her. 

Jeanne ki'-‘^ed her again, and murnureJ softly in 
her ear: "We will take good care of it, never fear, 
my girl." Then as she was beginning to cry again. 
Jeanne made her escape. 
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She came to see her every day, and each time 
Rosalie burst into tears at the sight of her mis* 
tress. 

The child was put out to nurse at a neighbor’s. 

Julien, however, hardly spoke to his wife, as 
though he had nourished anger against her ever 
since she refused to send away the maid. He re- 
ferred to the subject one day, but Jeanne took from 
her pocket a letter from the baroness asking them 
to send the girl to them at once if they would not 
keep her at the ^'Poplars.” Julien, furious, cried: 
"Your mother is as foolish as you are !” but he did 
not insiot any more. 

Two wefks later the patient was able to get up 
and take up her work again. 

One iiioiiimg, Jeanne made her sit down and, tak- 
ing her hands and looking steadfastly at her, she 
said : 

"See here, my girl, tell me everything.” 

Rosalie began to tremble, and faltered: 

"What, thaclame?” 

"Whose IS it, this child?” 

The little maid was overcome with confusion, and 
she sought wildly to withdraw her hands so as to 
hide her face. But Jeanne kissed her in spite of 
herself, and consoled her, saying: "It is a misfor- 
tune, but cannot be helped, my girl. You were 
weak, but that happens to man) others. If the 
father marries you, no one will th nk of it again.” 

Rosalie sighed as if she were suffering, and from 
time to time made an effort to disengage herself 
and run away. 

Jeanne resumed: "I understand perfectly that you 
are ashamed; but you see that 1 am not angry, that 
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I speak kindly to you. If I ask you the name df 
the man it is for your own good, for I feel from 

? our grief that he has deserted you, and because 
wish to prevent that. Julien will go and look for 
him, you see, and we will oblige him to marry you; 
and as we will employ you both, we will oblige him 
also to make you happy.” 

This time Rosalie gave such a jerk that she 
snatched her hands away from her mistress and 
ran off as if she were mad. 

That evening at dinner Jeanne said to Julien: 
*T tried to persuade Rosalie to tell me the name of 
her betrayer. I did not suceeed. You try to find out 
so that we can compel this miserable man to marry 
her.” 

But Julien became angry: *‘Oh! you know I do 
not wish to hear anything about it. You wish to 
keep this girl. Keep her, but do not bother^me 
about her.” 

Since the girl’s illness he appeared to be more 
irritable than ever; and he had got into the way of 
never speaking to his wife without shouting as if 
he were in a rage, while she, on the contrary, would 
lower her voice, be gentle and conciliating, to avoid 
all argument; but she often wept at night after she 
went to bed. 

In spite of his constant irritability, her husband 
had become more affectionate than customary since 
their return. 

Rosalie was soon quite well and less sad, although 
she appeared terrified, pursued by some unknown 
fear, and she ran away twice when Jeanne tried to 
question her again. 

Julien all at once became more amiable, and the 

86 



UNE VIE 


yoang wife, clinging to vain hopes, also became more 
cheerful. The thaw had not yet set in and a hard, 
smooth, glittering covering of snow extended over 
the landscape. Neither men nor animals were to 
be seen ; only the chimneys of the cottages gave evi- 
dence of life in the smoke that ascended from them 
into the icy air. 

One evening the thermometer fell still lower, and 
Julien, shivering as he left the table — for the din- 
ing-room was never properly heated, he was so eco- 
nomical with the wood — rubbed his hands, murmur- 
ing: “It will be warmer to-night, won’t it, my dear?” 
He laughed with his jolly laugh of former days, and 
Jeanne threw her arms around his neck: “I do not 
feel well, dear; perhaps I shall be better to-mor- 

lOW.” 

“As you wish, my dear. If you are ill you must 
take care of yourself.” And they began to talk of 
other things. 

She retired early. Julien, for a wonder, had a 
fire lighted in her room. As soon as he saw that it 
was burning brightly, he kissed his wife on the 
forehead and left the room. 

The whole house seen*. 1 to be penetrated by the 
cold; the very walls seemed to be shivering, and 
Jeanne shivered in her bed. Twice she got up to 
put fresh logs on the fire and to look for dresses, 
skirts, and other garments w^hich she piled on the 
bed. Nothing seemed to warm her; her feet were 
numbed and her lower limbs seemed to tingle, mak- 
ing her excessively nervous and restless. 

Then her teeth began to chatter, her hands shook, 
there was a tightness in her chest, her heart began 
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to beat with hard, dull pulsations, and at times 
seemed to stop beating, and she gasped for breath. 

A terrible apprehension seized her, while the cold 
seemed to penetrate to her marrow. She never had 
felt such a sensation, she had never seemed to lose 
her hold on life like this before, never been so near 
her last breath. 

"I am going to die,” she thought, “I am dy- 

mg 

And filled with terror, she jumped out of bed, rang 
for Rosalil, waited, rang again, waited again, shiv- 
ering and frozen. 

The little maid did not come. She was doubtless 
asleep, that first, sound sleep that nothing can dis- 
turb. Jeanne, in despair, darted toward the stairs 
in her bare feet, and groping her way, she ascended 
the staircase quietly, found the door, opened it ^^nd 
called, "'Rosalie She went forward, stumbled 
against the bed, felt all over it with her hands and 
found that it was empty. It was empty and cold, 
and as if no one Iiad slept there. Much surprised, 
she said: “What! Has she gone out in weather like 
this?” 

But as ’her heart began to beat tumultuously till 
she seemed to be suffocating, she went downstairs 
again with trembling limbs in order to wake Julien. 
She rushed into his room filled with the idea that 
she was going to die, and longing to see him before 
she lost consciousness. 

By the light of the dying embers she perceived 
Rosalie's bead leaning on her husband's shoulder. 

At the cry she gave they both started to their 
feet; she stood motionless for a second, rifled at 
this discovery, and then fled to her room; and when 
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JuHen, at his wit's end, called 'Jeanne she was 
seized with an overmastering terror of seeing him, 
of hearing his voice, of listening to him explaining, 
lying, of meeting his gaze; and she darted toward 
the stairs again and went down. 

She now ran along in the darkness, at the risk 
of falling downstairs, at the risk of breaking her 
neck on the stone floor of the hall. She rushed 
along, impelled by an imperious desire to flee, to 
know nothing about it, to see no one. 

When she was at the bottom of the stairs she sat 
down on one of the steps, still in her nightdress, and 
in bare feet, and remained in a dazed condition. 
She heard Julien moving and walking about. She 
started to her feet in order to escape him. He was 
starting to come downstairs and called: '^Listen, 
Jeanne!" 

No, she would not listen nor let him touch her 
with the tips of his fingers ; and she darted into the 
dining-room as if she were fleeing from an assassin. 
She looked for a door of escape, a hiding place, a 
dark corner, some way of avoiding him. She hid 
under the table. But he was already at the door, 
a candle in his hand, still calling- "Jeanne!” She 
started off again like a hu e, darted into the kitchen, 
ran round it twice like a trapped animal, and as he 
came near her, she suddenly opened the door into 
the garden and darted out into the night. 

The contact with the snow, into which she occa- 
sionally sank up to her knees, seemed to give her 
the energy of despair She did not feel cold, al- 
though she had little on. She felt nothing, her body 
was so numbed from the emotion of her mind, and 
she ran along as white as the snow. 
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She followed the large avenue, crossed the wood, 
crossed the ditch, and started off across the plain. 

There was no moon, the stars were shining like 
sparks of fire in the black sli^; but the plain was 
light with a dull whiteness, and lay in infinite silence. 

Jeanne walked quickly, hardly breathing, not 
knowing, not thinking of anything. She suddenly 
stopped on the edge of the cliff. She stopped short, 
instinctively, and crouched down, bereft of thought 
and of will power. 

In the abyss before her the silent, invisible sea 
exhaled the salt odor of its wrack at low tide. 

She remained thus some time, her mind as inert 
as her body ; then, all at once, she began to tremble, 
to tremble violently, like a sail shaken by the wind. 
Her arms, her hands, her feet, impelled by an in- 
visible force, throbbed, pulsated wildly, and her con- 
sciousness awakened abruptly, sharp and poignant. 

Old memories passed before her mental vision: 
the sail with him in Pere Lastique^s boat, their con- 
versation, his naicent love, the christening of the 
boat ; then she went back, further back, to that night 
of dreams when she first came to the “Poplars.^* 
And now* And now^ Oh, her life was ship- 
wrecked, all joy was ended, all expectation at an 
end; and the frightful future full of torture, of de- 
ception, and of despair appeared before her. Bet- 
ter to die, it would all he over at once. 

But a voice cried in the distance : “Here it is, here 
are her steps ; quick, quick, this way 1” It was Julien 
who was looking for her. 

Oh! she did not wish to see him again. In the 
abyss down yonder before her she now heard a 
slight sound, the indistinct ripple of the waves over 
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iie rocks. She rose to her feet with the idea of 
throwing herself over the cliff and bidding life fare* 
well. Like one in despair, she uttered the last word 
of the dying, the last word of the young soldier 
slain in battle: ''Mother!*' 

All at once the thought ojf little mother came to 
her mind, she saw her sobbing, she saw her father 
on his knees before her mangled remains, and in a 
second she felt all the pain of their sorrow. 

She sank down again into the snow; and when 
Julian and old Simon, followed by Marius, carrying 
a lantern, seized her arm to pull her back as she 
was so close to the brink, she made no attempt to 
escape. 

She let them do as they would, for she could not 
stir. She felt that they were carrying her, and 
then that she was being put to bed and rubbed with 
hot cloths ; then she became unconscious. 

Then she had a nightmare, or was it a night- 
mare? She was in bed. It was broad daylight, but 
she could not get up. Why? She did not know. 
Then she heard a little noise on the floor, a sort of 
scratching, a rustling, and suddenly a mouse, a lit- 
tle gray mouse, ran qu'<'klv across the sheet. An- 
other followed it, then a third, who ran toward her 
chest with his little, quick scamper. Jeanne was not 
afraid, and she reached out her hand to catch the 
animal, but could not catch it. Then other mice> 
ten, twenty, hundreds, thousands, rose up on all sides 
of her. They climbed the bedposts, ran up the tap- 
estries, covered the bed completely. And soon they 
got beneath the covers; Jeanne felt them gliding 
over her skin, tickling her limbs, running up and 
down her body. She saw them running from the 

91 



UNE VIE 


tettom of the bed to get into her neck under the 
sheets; and she tried to fight them off, throwing her 
hands out to try and catch them, but always finding 
them empty. 

She was frantic, wanted to escape, screamed, and 
it seemed as if she were being held down, as if 
strong arms enfolded her and rendered her help- 
less; but she saw no one. 

She had no idea of time. It must have been long, 
a very long time. 

Then she awoke, weary, aching, but quiet. She 
felt weak, very weak. She opened her eyes and was 
not surprised to see little mother seated in her room 
with a man whom she did not know. 

How old was she ? She did not know, and thought 
she was a very little girl. She had no recollection 
of anything. 

The big man said: ‘'Why, she has regained con- 
sciousness.^' Little mother began to weep. Then 
the big man resumed: “Come, be calm, baroness; I 
can ensure her recovery now. But do not talk to 
her at all. Let her sleep, let her sleep." 

Then it seemed to Jeanne that she remained in a 
state of exhaustion for a long time, overcome by a 
heavy sleep as soon as she tried to think; and she 
tried not to renS^J^ber anything whatever, as though 
she had a vague fear that the reality might come 
back to her. 

Once when she awoke she saw Julien, alone, stand- 
ing beside her; and suddenly it all came back to 
her, as if the curtain which hid her past life had 
been raised. 

She felt a horrible pain in her heart, and wanted 
to escape once more. She tlirew back the coverlets, 
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jumped to the floor and fell down, her limbs hdbag 
too weak to support her. 

Julien sprang toward her, and she began to scream 
for him not to touch her. She writhed and rolled 
on the floor. The door opened. Aunt Li son came 
running in with Widow Dentu, then the baron, and 
finally little mother, puffing and distracted. 

They put her back into bed, and she immediately 
closed her eyes, so as to escape talking and be able 
to think quietly. 

Her mother and aunt watched over her anxiously, 
saying: ‘'Do you hear us now, Jeanne, my little 
Jeanne?” 

She pretended to he deaf, not to hear them, and 
did not answer. Night came on and the nurse took 
up her position beside the bed. Slie did not sleep; 
she kept trying to think of things that bad escaped 
her memory as though there were holes m it, great 
while empty places where events had not been 
noted down. 

Little by little she began to recall the facts, and 
she pondered over them steadily. 

Little mother. Aunt Lison, the baron had come, so 
she must have been \cry ill. But Julien? What 
had he said? Did her parents know? And Rosalie, 
where was she? And what should she do? What 
should she d^? An idea came to her — she would 
return to Rouen and live with father and little 
mother as in old days. She would be a widow; 
that's all. 

Then sne waited, listening to what was being said 
around her, understanding everything without let- 
ting them see it, rejoiced at her returning reason, 
patient and crafty. 
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That evening, at last, she found herself alone with 
the baroness and called to her in a low tone; '^Little 
Mother I” Her own voice astonished her, it seemed 
strange. The baroness seized her hands: “My 
daughter, my darling Jeanne! My chil4» do you 
recognize me?” 

“Yes, little mother, but you must not weep; we 
have a great deal to talk about. Did Julien tell you 
why I ran away in the snow?” 

“Yes, my darlmg, you had a very dangerou® 

fever." 

“It was not that, mamma. I had the fever after 
ward; but did he tell you what gave me the fever 
and why I ran aw’ay?" 

“No, my dearie." 

“It was because I found Rosalie in his room." 

Her mother thought she was delirious again and 
soothed her, saying. “Go to sleep, darling, calm 
yourself, try to sleep." 

But Jeanne, persistent, continued: “I am quite 
sensible now, little mother. I am not talking wildly 
as I must have done these last days. I felt ill one 
night and I went to look for Julien. Rosalie was 
with him in his room. I did not know what I was 
doing, for sorrow, and I ran out into the snow to 
throw myself off the cliff." 

But the baroness reiterated, “Yes, darling, you 
have been very ill, very ill.” 

“It is not that, mamma. I found Rosalie in with 
Julien, and I will not live with him any longer. You 
will take me back with you to Rouen to live as we 
used to do.” 

The baroness, whom the doctor had warned not 
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to thwart Jeanne in any way, replied: "Yes, my daf 
ting." 

But the invalid grew impatient: "I see that you 
do not believe me. Go and fetch little father, he 
will soon understand.” 

The baroness left the room and presently re- 
turned, leaning on her husband's arm. They sat 
down beside the bed and Jeanne began to talk. She 
told them all, quietly, in a weak voice, but clearly; 
all about JuHen's peculiar character, his harshnessg» 
his avarice, and, finally, his infidelity. 

When she had finished, the baron saw that she 
was not delirious, but he did not know what to thinly 
what to determine, or what to answer. He took her 
hand, tenderly, as he used to do when he put 
her to sleep with stories, and said: '‘Listen, dearie, 
we must act with prudence. We must do nothing 
rash. Try to put up with your husband until wc 
can come to some decision — promise me this^” 

'T will try, but I will not stay here after I get 
well,” she replied. 

Then she added in a lower tone : “Where is Rosa- 
lie now 

“You will not see her ny more,” replied the baton. 
But she pci sisted : “Where is she ? I wish to know." 
Then he confessed that she had not left the house^ 
but declared that she was going ti leave. 

On leaving the room the baroii, filled with indig- 
nation and wounded in his feelings as a father, went 
to look for Julien, and said to him abruptly: “Sir, 
I have come to ask you for an explanation of your 
conduct toward my daughter. You have been un- 
faithful to her with your maid, which is a double 
insult” 
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jttlien pretended to be innocent, denied everytibing 
positively, swore, took God as his witness. What 
proof had they? he asked. Was not Jeanne de- 
lirious? Had she not had brain fever? Had she 
not run out in the snow, in an attack of delirium, at 
the very beginning of her illness? And it was just 
at this time, when she was running about the house 
almost naked, that she pretends that she saw her 
maid in her husband^s room* 

And he grew angry, threatened a lawsuit, became 
furious. The baron, bewildered, made excuses, 
begged his pardon, and held out his loyal hand to 
Julien, who lefused to take it 
When Jeanne hoard what her husband had said, 
she did not show any annoyance, but replied: “He 
is lying, papa, but wc shall end by convicting him 
For some days she remained taciturn and re- 
served, thinking over matters. The third morning 
she asked to see Rosalie The baron refused to send 
her up, saving she had left Jeanne persisted, say- 
ing: “Well, let some one go and fetch her.” 

She was beginning to get excited when the doctor 
came They told him everything, so that he could 
form an opinion. But Jeanne suddenly burst into 
tears, her nerves all unstiung, and almost screamed: 
T want Rosalie; I wish to see her*” 

The doctor took hold of her hand and said in a 
low lone: “Calm yourself, madame; any emotion 
may lead to serious consequences, for you are en- 
ceinte.” 

She was dumfounded, as though she had received 
a blow ; and it seemed to her that she felt the first 
stirrings of life within her. Then she was silent, 
Ml even listening to what was being said, absorbed 
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!n her own thoughts. She could not sleep that night 
for thinking of the new life that was developing in 
her, and was sad at the thought that it was Julien*s 
child, and might resemble him. The following 
morning she sent for the baron. ‘"Little father,” she 
said, “my resolution is formed; I wish to know 
everything, and especially just now; you under- 
stand, I insist, and you know that you must not 
thwart me in my present condition. Listen? You 
must go and get M. le Cure. I need him here to 
keep Rosalie from telling a lie. Then, as soon as 
he comes, send him up to me, and you stay down* 
stairs with little mother. And, above all things, see 
that Julien does not suspect anything.” 

An hour later the priest came, looking fatter than 
ever, and puffing like the baroness. Ife sat down in 
an arm-chair and began to joke, wiping his forehead 
as usual with his plaid handkerchief. “Well, bar- 
oness, 1 do not think we grow any thinner; I think 
we make a good pair.” Then, turning toward Ae 
patient, ne said : “Eh, what is this 1 hear, young lady, 
that we are soon to have a fresh baptism? Aha, it 
will not be a boat this time.” And in a graver tone 
he added : “It will be a defender oi the country ; un- 
less” — after a moment’s reflection — ^‘it should be the 
prospective mother of a family, like you, madame,** 
bowing to the baroness. 

The door at the end of the room opened and Ro- 
salie appeared, beside he^^el* weeping, refusing to 
enter the room, clinging to the door frame, and be- 
ing pushed forward oy the baron. Quite out of pa- 
tience, he thrust /ler into the room. She covered 
her face with her hands and remained standisig 
there, sobbing. 
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Jeanne, as soon as she saw her, rose to a sitting 
posture, whiter than the sheets, and with her heart 
beating wildly. She could not speak, could hardly 
breathe. At length she said, in a voice broken with 
emotion: “I — I — ^will not — ^need — to question you. 
It — ^it is enough for me to see you thus — ^to — ^to see 
your — ^your shame in my presence.” 

After a pause, for she was out of breath, she 
continued : ‘1 had M. le Cure come, so that it might 
be like a confession, you understand.” 

Rosalie, motionless, uttered little cries that were 
almost screams behind her hands. 

The baron, whose anger was gaining ground, 
seized her arms, and snatching her hands from her 
face, he threw her on her knees beside the bed, say- 
ing : “Speak ! Answer I” 

She remained on the ground, in the position as- 
signed to Magdalens, her cap awry, her apron^on 
the floor, and her face again covered by her hands. 

Then the priest said: “Come, my girl, listen to 
what is said to you, and reply. We do not want to 
harm you, but we want to know what occurred.” 

Jeanne, leaning over, looked at her and said: “Is 
it true that you were with Julien when I surprised 
you ?” 

Rosalie moaned through her fingers, “Yes, ma- 
dame.” 

Then the baroness suddenly began to cry in a 
choking fashion, and her convulsive sobs accom- 
panied those of Rosalie. 

Jeanne, with her eyes fixed on the maid, said: 
•How long had this been going on ?” 

"Ever since he came here,” faltered Rosalie. 
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Jeanne could not understand. ^‘Ever since he 
came — then — ever since- — ever since the spring?" 

'*Yes, madame.” 

“Ever since he came into this house?” 

“Yes, niadame.” 

And Jeanne, as if overflowing with questions^ 
asked, speaking precipitately: 

“But how did it happen? How did he approach 
you? How did he persuade you? What did he 
say? When, how did you ever yield to him? How 
could you ever have done it?” 

Rosalie, removing her hands from her face, and 
overwhelmed also with a feverish desire to speak; 
said : 

“How do I know, myself? It was the day he 
dined here for the first time, and he came up to my 
room He had hidden himself in the loft. I did 
not dare to scream for fear of making a scandal 
I no longer knew what I was doing. Then I said 
nothing because I liked him.” 

Then Jeanne exclaimed with almost a scream: 

“But— your — your child — is his child?” 

Rosalie sobbed. 

“Yes, madame,” 

Then they were both silent. The only sound to 
be heard was the s» bs of Rosalie and of the bar- 
oness. 

Jeanne, quite overcome, felt her tears also begin- 
ning to flow ; and they fell silently down her cheeks. 

The maid's child had the same father as her 
child! Her anger was at an end; she now was 
filled with a dreary, slow, profound and infinite de- 
spair. She presently resumed in a changed, tearful 
voice, the voice of a woman who has been crying: 
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"When we returned from — from down there- 
from our journey — ^when did he begin again?" 

The little maid, who had sunk down on the floor, 
faltered: "The first evening" 

Each word wrung Jeanne's heart. So on the very 
first night of their return to th^ "Poplars” he left 
her for this girl. That was why he wanted to 
sleep alone! 

She now knew all she wanted to know, and ex- 
claimed: "Go away, go away!" And as Rosalie, 
perfectly crushed, did not stir, Jeanne called to her 
father: "Take her away, carry her away!” The 
priest, who had said nothing as yet, thought that the 
moment had arrived for him to preach a little ser- 
mon. 

"What you have done is very wrong, my daughter, 
very wrong, and God will not pardon you so easily. 
Consider the hell that awaits you if you do not al- 
ways act right. Now that you have a child you 
must behave yourself. No doubt madame la baronne 
will do something for you, and we will find you a 
husband." 

He would have continued speaking, but the baron, 
having again seized Rosalie by the shoulders, raised 
her from the floor and dragged her to the door, and 
threw her like a package into the corridor. As he 
turned back into the room, looking paler than his 
daughter, the priest resumed: "What can one do? 
They are all like that in the district. It is shocking, 
but cannot be helped, and then one must be a little 
indulgent toward the weaknesses of our nature. 
They never get married until they have become 
enceinte, never, nadame.” He added, smiling: 
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**One might call it a local custom. So, you 
monsieur, your maid did as all the rest do.” 

But the baron, who was trembling with nervous-* 
ness, interrupted him, saying, ‘'She ! what do I care 
about her I It is Julien with whom 1 am indignant 
It is infamous, the way he has behaved, and I shall 
take my daughter away.” 

lie walked up and down excitedly, becoming more 
and more exasperated: “It is infamous to have be- 
trayed my child, infamous! He is a wretch, this 
man, a cad, a wretch I and 1 will tell him so. I will 
slap his face. I will give him a horsewhipping!” 

The priest, who was slowly taking a pinch of 
iaiuff, s('ated beside the baroness still in tears, and 
endeavoring to fulfill his office of a peacemaker, said: 
“Come, monsieur le baron, between ourselves, he has 
done w'liat every one else docs. Do you know many 
husbands who are faithful?” And he added with a 
sly good humor : “Come now, I wager that you have 
had your turn. Your hand on your heart, am I 
right?” The baron had stopped in astonishment be- 
fore the priest, who continued: “Why, yes, you did 
just as others did. Who knows if you did not make 
love to a little sugar plum like that? I tell you that 
every one Your wife was none the less happy, 

or less loved ; am I not right ?” 

The bi-ron had not stirred, he was much disturbed. 
What the priest saiil was true and he had sinned 
as much as any ono and bad not hesitated when his 
wife’s maids were in question. Was he a wretch 
on that account? Why should he judsre Julien's 
conduct so severely when his own had not been 
above blame? 

The baroness, still struggling with her sobs, smiled 
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fotntly at the recollection of her husband’s esca- 
fiades, for she belonged to the sentimental class for 
whom love adventures are a part of existence. 

Jeanne, exhausted, lay with wide-open eyes, ab- 
sorbed in painful reflection. Something Rosalie had 
said had wounded her as though an arrow had 
pierced her heart : "As for me, I said nothing, be- 
cause I liked him.” 

She had liked him also, and that was the only rea- 
son why she had given herself, bound herself for 
life to him, why she had renounced everything else, 
all her cherished plans, all the unknown future. She 
had fallen into this marriage, into this hole without 
any edges by which one could climb out, into this 
wretchedness, this sadness, this despair, because, 
like Rosalie, she had liked him ! 

The door was pushed violently open and Julien 
appeared, with a furious expression on his face. 
He had caught sight of Rosalie moaning on %e 
stairs, and suspected that something was up, that 
the maid had probably told all. The sight of the 
priest riveted him to the spot. 

“Why, what’s the matter?” he asked in a trem- 
bling but quiet tone. 

The baron, so violent a short while ago, did not 
venture to speak, afraid of the priest’s remarks, and 
of what his son-in-law might say in the same strain. 
Little mother was weeping more copiously than ever ; 
but Jeanne had raised herself with her hands and 
looked, breathing quickly, at the one who had caused 
her such cruel sorrow. She stammered out: “The 
fact is, we know all, all your rascality since — since 
the day you first entered this house — we know that 
the child of this maid is your child, just as — as — ^ 
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mine is — ^they will J)e brothers." Overcome with 
sorrow at this thought, she buried herself in the 
sheets and wept bitterly. 

Julien stood there gaping, not knowing what to 
say or do. The priest came to the rescue. 

''Come, come, do not give way like that, my dear 
young lady, be sensible." He rose, approached the 
bed and placed his warm hand on the despairing 
girl's forehead. This seemed to soothe her strangely. 
She felt quieted, as if this strong peasant's hand, ac- 
customed to the gesture of absolution, to kindly con- 
solations, had conveyed by its touch some mysterious 
solace. 

The good man, still standing, continued: "Ma- 
dame, we must always forgive, A great sorrow has 
come to you; but God in His mercy has balanced 
it by a great happiness, since you will become a 
mother. This child will be your comfort In his 
name I implore you, I adjure you to forgive M. 
Julien's error. It will be a new bond between you, 
a pledge of his future fidelity. Can you remain 
apart in your heart from him whose child you bear?” 

She did not reply, crushed, mortified, exhausted 
as she was, without even strength for anger or re- 
sentment Her nerves seemod relaxed, almost 
severed, she seemed to be scarcely alive. 

The baroness, who seemed incapable of resent»- 
ment, an<l whose mind was unequal to prolonged 
effort, murmured: "Come, comr. Jeanne." 

Then the priest took the hard of the young man 
and leading him up to the bed, he placed his hand 
in that of his wife, and gave it a little tap as though 
to unite them more closely. Then laying aside hts 
professional tone and manner, he said with a sat- 
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isfied air; ^‘Well, now, that’s done, fielieve me, that 
is the best thing to do/’ The two hands, joined for 
a moment, separated immediately. Julien, not dar- 
ing to kiss Jeanne, kissed his mother-in-law on the 
forehead, turned on his heel, took the arm of the 
baron, who acquiesced, happy alt heart that the thing 
had been settled thus, and they went out together to 
smoke a cigar. 

The patient, overcome, dozed off, while the priest 
and little mother talked in a low tone. 

The priest explained and propounded his ideas, 
to which the baroness assented by nodding her head. 
He said in conclusion: “Well, then, that is under- 
stood ; you will give this girl the Barville farm, and 
I will undertake to find her a husband, a good, steady 
fellow. Oh! with a property worth twenty thou- 
sand francs we shall have no lack of suitors. There 
will be more than enough to choose from.” 

The baroness was smiling now, quite happy, with 
the remains of two tears that had dried on ter 
cheeks. 

She repeated: “That is settled. Barville is worth 
at least twenty thousand francs, but it will be set- 
tled on the child, the parents having the use of it 
during their lifetime.” 

The cure rose, shook little mother’s hand, saying : 
“Do not disturb yourself, Madame la Baronne, do 
not disturb yourself; I know w'hat an effort it is.” 

As he went out he met Aunt Lison coming to sec 
her patient. She noticed nothing; they told her 
nothing; and she knew nothing, as usual. 
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MATERNITY 

Rosalie had left the house. Jeanne felt no Joy 
at the thought of being a mother, she had had so 
much sorrow. She awaited the advent of her child 
without curiosity, still filled with the apprehension 
of unknown misfortunes. 

A big woman, big as a house, had taken Rosalie’s 
place and supported the baroness in her monotonous 
walks along her avenue. The baron gave his arm 
lo Jeanne, who was now always ailing, while Aunt 
Lison, uneasy, and busied about the approaching 
event, hold her other hand, bewildered at this mys- 
tery which she would never know. 

They all walked along like this almost in silence 
for hours at a time, while Julicn was riding about 
the country on horseback, having suddenly acquired 
this taste. Nothing ever came to disturb their 
dreary life. The ba -m, his wife, and the vicomte 
paid a visit to the Fourvilles, whom Julien seemed 
to be already well acquainted with, without one 
knowing ju®t how. Another CLTcmonious visit was 
exchanged with the Bi isevilles, who were still hid* 
den in their manor house. 

One afternoon, about four o'clock, two persons, a 
lady and gentleman on horseback, rode up into the 
courtyard of the chateau. Julien, greatly excited, 
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ran tip to Jeanne’s room. '‘Quick, quick, come down* 
stairs; here are the Fourvilles, They have just 
come as neighbors, knowing your condition. Tell 
them that I have gone out, but that 1 will be back. 
I will just go and make myself presentable.” 

Jeanne, much surprised, went downstairs. A palc^ 
pretty young woman with a sad face, dreamy eyes, 
and lustreless, fair hair, looking as though the sun^ 
light had never kissed it, quietly introduced her hus- 
band, a kind of giant, or ogre with a large red mus- 
tache. She added: ‘‘We have several times had the 
pleasure of meeting M. de Lamare. We heard from 
him how you were suffering, and we would not put 
off coming to see you as neighbors, without any cere- 
mony. You see that we came on horseback. I also 
had the pleasure the other day of a visit from 
madame, your mother, and the baron.” 

She spoke with perfect ease, familiar but refined. 
Jeanne was charmed, and fell in love with hei^ at 
once. “This is a friend,” she thought. 

The Comte de Fourville, on the contrary, seemed 
like a bear in the drawing-room. As soon as he 
was seated, he placed his hat on the chair next him, 
did not know what to do with his hands, placed them 
on his knees, then on the arms of the chair, and 
finally crossed his fingers as if in prayer. 

Suddenly Julien entered the room. Jeanne was 
amazed and did not recognize him. He was shaved. 
He looked handsome, elegant, and attractive as on 
the day of their betrothal. He shook the comte's 
hairy paw, kissed the hand of the comtesse, whose 
ivory cheeks colored up slightly while her eyelids 
quivered. 

He began to speak ; he was charming as in former 
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da3rs. His large eyes, the mirrors of love, had be- 
come tender again. And his hair, lately so dull and 
unkempt, had regained its soft, glossy wave, with 
the use of a hairbrush and perfumed oil. 

At the moment that the Fourvilles were taking 
their leave the comtesse, turning toward him, said: 
“Would you like to take a ride on Thursday, dear 
vicomte ?’* 

As he bowed and murmured, “Why, certainly, 
madame,” she took Jeanne's hand and said in a sym- 
pathetic and affectionate tone, with a cordial smile: 
“Oh ! when you are well, we will all three gallop 
about the country. It will be delightful. What do 
you say?” 

With an easy gesture she held up her riding skirt 
and then jumped into the saddle with the lightness 
of a bird, while her husband, after bowing awk- 
wardly, mounted his big Norman steed. As they 
disappeared outside the gate, Julien, who seemed 
charmed, exclaimed : “What delightful people ! 
those are friends who may be useful to us.” 

Jeanne, pleased also without knowing why, re- 
plied: “The little comtesse is charming, I feel that 
I shall love her, but the husband looks like a brute. 
Where did you meet them ?” 

He rubbed his haL'^s together good humoredly, 
“I met them by chance at the Briscvilles’. The hus- 
band seems a little rough. lie cares for nothing but 
hunting, but he is a real noble lor all that.” 

The dinner was almost cheetful, as though some 
secret happiness had come into the house. 

Nothing new happened until the latter days of 
July, when Jeanne was taken ill. As she seemed to 
grow worse, the doctor was sent for and at the first 
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glance recognized the symptoms of a premature con- 
finement 

Her sufferings presently abated a little, but she 
was filled with a terrible anguish, a despairing sink- 
ing, something like a presentiment, the mysterious 
touch of death. It is in these moments when it 
comes so near to us that its breath chills oitr hearts. 

The room was full of people. Little mother, buried 
in an armchair, was choking with grief. The baron, 
his hands trembling, ran hither and thither, carry- 
ing things, consulting the doctor and losing his 
head. Julien paced up and down, looking concerned, 
but perfectly calm, and Widow Dentu stood at the 
foot of the bed with an appropriate expression, the 
expression of a woman of experience whom nothing 
astonishes. The cook, Ludivine, and Aunt Lison 
remained discreetly concealed beliind the door of the 
lobby. 

Toward morning Jeanne became worse, atfd as 
her involuntary screams escaped from between her 
closed teeth, she thought incessantly of Rosalie, who 
had not suffered, who had hardly moaned, who had 
borne her child without suffering and without diffi- 
culty, and in her wretchecl and Iroublod mind she 
continually compared their conditions and cursed 
God, whom she had formerly thought to be just. 
She rebelled at the wicked partiality of fate and at 
the wicked lies of those who preach justice and 
goodness. 

At times her sufferings were so great that her 
mind was a blank. She bad neither strength, life 
nor knowledge for anything but sulTerme. 

All at once her sufferings ceased. The nurse and 
the doctor leaned over her and gave her all atten- 
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tion. Presently she heard a little cry and» in Sfute 
of her weakness, she unconsciously held out her 
arms. She was suddenly filled with joy, with a 
glimpse of a new-found happiness which had just 
unfolded. Her child was bom, she was soothed, 
happy, happy as she never yet had been. Her heart 
and her body revived; she was now a mother. She 
felt that she was saved, secure from all despair, for 
she had here something to love. 

From now on she had but one thought — her child. 
She was a fanatical mother, all the more intense 
because she had been deceived in her love, deceived 
in her hopes. She would sit whole days beside the 
window, rocking the little cradle. 

The baron and little mother smiled at this excess 
of tenderness, but Julien, whose habitual routine 
had been interfered with and his overweening im- 
portance (liniinished by the arrival of this noisy and 
all-power lul tyrant, unconsciously jealous of this 
mite of a man who had usurped his place in the 
house, kept on saying angrily and impatiently : “How 
wearisome she is with her brat I” 

She became so obsessed by this affection that she 
would pass the entue night beside the cradle, 
watching the child asleep. As she was becoming ex- 
hausted by this morbH life, taking no rest, growing 
weaker and thinner and beginning to cough, the doc- 
tor ordered the child to be taken from her. She 
got angry, wept, implored, but they were deaf to her 
entreaties. His nurse took him every evening, and 
each night his mother would rise, and in her bare 
feet go to the door, listen at the keyhole to see if 
he was sleeping quietly, did not wake up and wanted 
nothing. 
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Jttlien found her here one night when he came 
home late, after dining with the Fourvillea. After 
that they locked her in her room to oblige her to 
stay in bed. 

The baptism took place at the end of August. The 
baron was godfather and Aunt Lison godmother. 
The child was named Pierre-Simon-Paul and called 
Paul for short 

At the beginning of September Ac^t Lison left 
without any commotion. Her absence Uvas as little 
felt as her presence. 

One evening after dinner the priest appeared. He 
seemed embarrassed as if he were burdened by some 
mystery, and after some idle remarks, he asked the 
baroness and her husband to grant him a short in- 
terview in private. 

They all three walked slowly down the long ave- 
nue, talking with animation, while Julien, wl^ was 
alone with Jeanne, was astonished, disturbed and an- 
^noyed at this secret. 

He accompanied the priest when he took his leave, 
and they went off together toward the church where 
the Angelus was ringing. 

As it was cool, almost cold, the others went into 
the drawing-room. They were all dozing when 
Julien came in abruptly, his face red, looking very 
indignant. 

From the door he called out to his parents-in-law, 
without remembering that Jeanne was there: “Are 
you crazy, for God's sake! to go and throw away 
twenty thousand francs on that girl?” 

No one replied, they were so astonished. He con- 
tinued, bellowing with rage: “How can one be so 
no 
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stupid as that? Do you wish to leave us without 
a sou?’" 

The baron, who had recovered his composure, at** 
tempted to stop him: “Keep still! Remember that 
you are speaking before your wife.” 

But Julien was trembling with excitement: **As 
if I cared ; she knows all about it, anyway. It is rob- 
bing her.” 

Jeanne, bewildered, looked at him without under- 
standing. She faltered : “What in the world is the 
matter?” 

Julien then turned toward her, to try and get her 
on his side as a partner who has been cheated out of 
an unexpected fortune. He hurriedly told her about 
the conspiracy to marry off Rosalie and about the 
gift of the Barville property, which was worth at 
least twenty thousand francs. He said : “Your par- 
wits are crazy, my dear, crazy enough to be shut up I 
Twenty thousand francs! twenty thousand francs! 
Why, they have lost their heads ! Twenty thousand 
francs for a bastard !” 

Jeanne listened without emotion and without 
anger, astonished at her own calmness, indifferent 
now to everything but her own child. 

The baron was raging, but could find nothing to 
say. lie finally burst lorth and, stamping his foot, 
exclaimed : “Think of what you are saying ; it is dis- 
gusting. Whose fault was it if we had to give this 
girl-mother a dowry? Whose child is it? You 
would like to abamlon it now !” 

Julien, amazed at the baron’s violence, looked at 
him fixedly. He then resumed in a calmer tone: 
“But fifteen hundred francs would be quite enough. 
They all have children before they are legally mar- 
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tied. It makes no difference whose child it is, in 
any case. In.stead of giving one of your farms, to 
the value of twenty thousand francs, in addition to 
making the world aware of what has happened, you 
should, to say the least, have had some regard for 
our name and our position.**' 

He spoke in a severe tone like a man who stood on 
his rights and was convinced of the logic of his ar- 
gument. The baron, disturbed at this unexpected 
discussion, stood theie gaping at him. Julien then, 
seeing his advantage, concluded: “Happily, nothing 
has yet been settled. I know the young fellow who 
is going to marry her. He is an honest chap and we 
can make a satisfactory arrangement with him. I 
will take charge of the matter.” 

And he went out immediately, fearing no doubt to 
continue the discussion, and pleased that he had had 
the last word, a proof, he thought, that they ac- 
quiesced in his views. 

As soon as he had left the room, however, the 
baron exclaimed : “Oh, that is going too far, much 
too far!” 

But Jeanne, happening to look up at her father's 
bewildered face, began to laugh with her clear, ring- 
ing laugh of former days, when anything amused 
her. She said: “Father, father, did you hear the 
tone in which he said : ‘Twenty thousand francs ?’ ” 

Little mother, whose mirth was as ready as her 
tears, as she recalled her son-in-law's angry expres- 
sion, his indignant exclamations and his refusal to 
allow the girl w'hom he had led astray to be given 
money that did not belong to him, delighted also at 
Jeanne's mirth, gave way to little bursts of laughter 
till the tears came to her eyes. The baron caught 
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die contagion,, and all three laughed to kill thenoh 
selves as they used to do in the good old days. 

As soon as they quieted down a little Jeanne said: 
^How strange it is that all this does not affect me. 
i look upon him now as a stranger. I cannot believe 
diat I am his wife. You see how 1 can laugh at his 
—his — ^want of delicacy.” 

And without knowing why they all three em- 
braced each other, smiling and happy. 

Two days later, after breakfast, just as Julien had 
started away from the house on horseback, a strap- 
ping young fellow from twenty-one to twenty-five 
years old, clad in a brand-new blue blouse with wide 
sleeves buttoning at the wrist, slyly jumped over the 
gate, as though he had been there awaiting his op- 
portunity all the morning, crept along the Couil- 
lards’ ditch, came round the chateau, and cautiously 
approached the baron and his wife, who were still 
sitting under the plane-tree. 

He took off his cap and advanced, bowing in an 
awkward manner. As soon as he was close to them 
he said : ‘‘Your servant. Monsieur le Baron, madame 
and the company.” Then, as no one replied, he said : 
‘Tt is I, I am Desire Lecoeq.” 

As the name conveycvi nothing to them, the baron 
asked, “What do you want?” 

Then, altogether upset at the necessity of explain- 
ing himself, the young fellow stuttered out as he 
gazed alternately at his cap,, which he held in his 
hands, and at the roof of the chateau: “It was 
M’sieii le Cure who said something to me about this 

matter ” And then he stopped, fearing he m«ghi 

say too much and compromise his own interests. 
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The other, lowering his voice, blurted out: •‘That 
matter of your maid — Rosalie——” 

Jeanne, who bad guessed what was coming, had 
risen and moved awa}^ with In^r infant in her arms- 

“Corne nearer,” said the baron, pointing to the 
chair his daughter had just left. The peasant sat 
down, murmuring: “You are very good.” Then he 
waited as though he had no more to say. After a 
long silence, he screwed up courage, and looking up 
at the sky, remarked: “There's fine weather for the 
time of year. But the earth will be none the better 
for it, as the seed is already sown.” And then he 
was silent again. 

The baron was growing impatient. He plunged 
right into the subject and said drily: “Then it is you 
who are going to marry Rosalie ?” 

The man at once became uneasy, his Norman aau- 
tion being on the alert. He replied with more ani- 
mation, but \vith a tinge of defiance: “That depends; 
perhaps yes, perhaps no; it depends.” 

The baron, an»>o\ed at this hedging, exclaimed 
angrily : “Answer frankly, damn it ! Was this what 
you came here for? Yes or no! Will you marry 
her? Yes or no I” 

The bewildered man looked steadfastly at his feet: 
“If it is as M'sieu le Cure said, T will take her, but 
if it is as M'sieu Julien said, I will not take her.” 

“What did M. Julien tell you ?” 

“M*sieu Julien told me fifteen hundred francs and 
M’sieu le Cure told me that I should have twenty 
thousand. I will do it for twenty thousand, but I 
will not do it for fifteen hundred.” 

The baroness, who was buried in her easy chair, 
began to giggle at the anxious expression of the 
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peasant, who, not understanding this frivolity^ 
glanced at her angrily out of the corner of his eye 
and waited in silence. 

The baron, who was embarrassed at this bargain* 
ing, cut it Short by saying: 'T told M. le Cur6 that 
you should have the Barville farm during your life* 
time and that then it would revert to the child. It 
is worth twenty thousand francs. I do not go back 
on my word. Is it settled? Yes or no!” 

The man smiled with a humble and satisfied ex* 
pression, and suddenly becoming loquacious, said: 
“Oh, in that case, I will not say no. That was all 
that stood in my way. When M'sieu le Cure spoke 
to me, I was ready at once, by gosh I and 1 was very 
pleased to accommodate the baron who was giving 
me that. I said to myself, Ts it not true that when 
people are willing to do each other favors, they can 
always find a way and can make it worth while?* 
But M'sicu Julien came to see me, and it was only 
fifteen hundred francs. I said to myself: T must 
see about that,’ and so I came here. That is not to 
say that I did not trust you, but I wanted to know. 
Short accounts make lonn^ friends. Is not that true, 
M'sieu le Baron?” 

The baron interrupted him by asking, “When do 
you wish to get married ?” 

The man became timid again, ^’ery much embar* 
rassed, and finally said, hesitatingly: “I will not do 
it until I get a little paper.” 

This time the baron got angry: “Doggone it! 
you will have the marriage contract. That is the 
best kind of paper.” 

But the peasant was stubborn: “Meanwhile 1 
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might take a little turn; it will not be dark for a 
while." 

The baron rose to make an end of the matter: 

Answer yes or no at once. If you do not wish her, 
say so ; I have another suitor."* 

The fear of a rival terrified the crafty Norman. 
He suddenly made up his mind and held out his 
hand, as after buying a cow, saying: “Put it there, 
M’sieu le Baron; it is a bargain. Whoever draws 
back is a skunk !" 

The baron shook his hand, then called out: “Ludi- 
vine f" The cook appeared at the window. “Bring 
us a bottle of wine." They clinked glasses to seal 
the matter and the young peasant went off with a 
light tread. 

Nothing was said to Julien about this visit. The 
contract was drawn up with all secrecy and as^oon 
as the banns were published the wedding took place 
one Monday morning. 

A neighbor carried the child to church, walking 
behind the bride and groom, as a sure sign of good 
luck. And no one in all the district was surprised , 
they simply envied Desire Lecoeq. “He was born 
with a caul," they said, with a sly smile into which 
there entered no resentment. 

Julien was terribly angry and made such a scene 
that his parents-in-law cut short tlieir vrit to the 
“Poplars.” Jeanne was only moderately sad at their 
departure, for little Paul had become for her an in- 
exhaustible source ot happiness. 
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DEATH OF LA BARONNE 

As J "‘anna’s health was quite restored, they deter- 
mined o g^rand return the Fourvilles’ visit and also 
to call on Marquis de Coutelier 
Julien h^iiought at a sale a new one-horse phae- 
ton, so that ^licy could go out twice a month. They 
set nut one fine December morning, and after driv- 
ing foi two hours across the plains of Normandy, 
the^ began to descend a little slope into a little val- 
ley the luks of which were wooded, while the valley 
itself WTS cultivated After an abrupt turn in the 
valley they ‘•aw the Chateau of Vnllette, a wooded 
slope on (ine side of it and a large oond on the other, 
out of \\ I ich rose one of its walls and which was 
bounded tv a \u)od of tall pine trees that formed the 
other std'^ ol tlv' valley 

Julicn explained all tlu portions ol the building to 
Jeanne, like on'' who know-> his subject thoroughly, 
and went into raptures over its beauty, adding: *Tt 
IS full of game, this country The comte loves to 
hunt here. Ihis is a true seignonal residence/' 
The hall door was opened and the pale comtesse 
appeared, coming forward to meet the visitors, all 
smiles, and weaiing a long-trained dress, like a 
chatelaine of olden times She looked a fitting lady 
of the lake, born to inhabit this fairy castle. 
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The comtesse took both Jeanne’5 hands, as if she 
had known her all her life, and made her sit down 
beside her in a low chair, while JuJien, all of whose 
forgotten elegance seemed to have revived within 
the past five months, chatted and smiled quietly and 
familiarly. 

The comtesse and he talked of their horseback 
rides. She was laughing at his manner of mounting 
a horse and called him “Le Chevalier Trebuche,” 
and he smiled also, having nicknamed her “The 
Amazon Queen.” A gun fired beneath tfie windows 
caused Jeanne to give a little scream. It was the 
comte, who had killed a teal. 

His wife called to him. A sound of oars was 
heard, a boat grinding against the stones, and he ap- 
peared, enormous, booted, followed by two drenched 
dogs of a ruddy color like himself, who lay down on 
the mat outside the door. 

He seemed more at his ease in his own home, and 
was delighted to see his visitors. He put some wood 
on the fire, sent for madeira and biscuits and then 
exclaimed suddenly: “Why, you will take dinner 
with us, of course.” 

Jeanne, who«e child was never out of her thoughts, 
declined. He insisted, and as she could not be per- 
suaded, Julicn made a gesture of annoyance. She 
feared to arouse his ugly, quarrelsome temper, and 
although she was very unhappy at the thought that 
she should not see Paul until the next day, she con- 
sented to stay. 

The afternoon was delightful. They first visited 
the springs which bubbled up at the foot of a mossy 
rock and then took a row on the pond. At one end 
the boat Julien and the comtesse, wrapped in 
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shawls, were smiling happily like those who han 
nothing left to wish for. 

A huge fire was blazing in the spacious reception 
room, which imparted a sense of warmth and con- 
tentment. The comte seized his wife in his arms and 
lifted her from the floor as though she had been a 
child and gave her a hearty kiss on each cheek, like 
a man satisfied with the world. 

Jeanne, smiling, looked at this good giant whom 
one would have thought was an ogre at the very 
sight of his musta<.hes, and she thought: “How one 
may be deceived each day about everybody.” Then, 
almost involuntarily, she glanced at Julien standing 
in the doorway, looking horribly pale and with his 
eyes fixed on tlie comte. She approached him and 
said in a low lone : “Are you ill ? What is the mat- 
ter with >ou?” He answered her angrily: “Nothing, 
Let me alone ! I was cold.” 

When they went into the dining-room the count 
asked if he might let his dogs come in, and they set- 
tled themselves one on either side of their master. 

After dinner, as Jeanne and Julien were preparing 
to leave, M. dc Fourville kept them a little longer to 
look at some fishing by toi blight. When they finally 
set out, wrapped up in their cloaks and some rugs 
they had borrowed, Jeanne said almost involuntarily: 
“What a fine man that giant is!” Julien, who was 
driving, replied: “Yt-, but he does not always re- 
strain himself before company.” 

A week later they called on the Couteliers, who 
were suppo'^ed to be the chief noble family in the 
province. Their property of Renienil adjoined the 
large town of Cany. The new chateau built in the 
reign of Louis XIV. was hidden a magnificent 
no 
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park enclosed by walls. The mins of the old chateau 
could be seen on an eminence. They were ushered 
into a stately reception room by men servants in 
livery. In the middle of the room a sort of column 
held an immense bowl of Sevres ware and on the 
pedestal of the column an autograph letter from the 
king, under glass, requested the Marquis Leopold- 
Herve-Joseph-Gcrmer de Varneville de Rollebosc de 
Coutelier to receive this present from his sovereign. 

Jeanne and Julien were looking at this royal gift 
when the marquis and piarquise entered the room. 

They were very ceremonious people whose minds, 
sentiments and words seemed always to be on stilts. 
They spoke without waiting for an answer, smiling 
complacently, appearing always to be fulfilling the 
duty imposed on them by their position, of showing 
civilities to the inferior nobility of the region. 

Jeanne and Julien, somewhat taken aback, en- 
deavored to be agreeable, but although they felt too 
embarrassed to remain any longer, they did not 
know exactly how fo take their leave. The marquist 
herself put an end to the visit naturally and siniplj 
by bringing the conversation to a close like a queer 
giving a dismissal. 

On the way home Julien said: “If yen like, we 
will make this our first and last call; the F(nir\illes 
are good enough for me.'" Jeanne was of the .same 
opinion. December passed slowly and the 'ihut-in 
life began again as in the previous year. But Jeanne 
did not find it wearisome, as she was always taken 
up with Paul, whom Julien looked at as’ anc* uneasy 
and annoyed. Often when the mother .held the child 
hi her arms, kissing it frantically as women do theii 
children, she would hold it up to its father, saying* 
120 



UNB vm 


"Give him a kiss; one would suppose you did not 
love him/* He would hardly touch with his lips the 
child*s smooth forehead, walking all round it, as 
though he did not wish to touch the restless little 
6sts. Then he would walk away abruptly as though 
from something distasteful. 

The mayor, the doctor and the cure came to dinner 
occasionally, and sometimes it was the Fourvilles, 
with whom they were becoming more and more inti- 
mate. The comte appeared to worship Paul. He 
held him on his knees during the whole visit and 
sometimes during the whole afternoon, playing with 
him and amusing him and then kissing him tenderly 
as mothers do. He always lamented that he had no 
children of his own. 

Comlesse Gilbcrte again mentioned the rides they 
all four were going to take together. Jeanne, a little 
weary of the monotonous days and nights, w’as quite 
happy in anticipation of these plans, and for a week 
amused herself making a riding habit. 

They always set out two and two, the comtesse 
and Julicn ahead, the count and Jeanne a hundred 
feet behind them, talking quietly, like good friends, 
for such they had become through the sympathy of 
their straightforward minds and simple hearts. The 
others often spoke in a low tone, sometimes bursting 
into laughter and looking quickly at each other, as 
though their eyes were expressing what they dared 
not utter. And they would suddenly set off at a 
gallop, impelled by a de^^ire to flee, to get away, far 
away. 

Then Gilbcrte would seem to he growing irritable. 
Her sharp voice, borne on the breeze, occasionally 
reached the oai's of the loitciing couple. The comte 
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troald smile and say to Jeanne: "She does not al« 
Isays get out of bed the right side, that wife of mine." 

^e evening as they were coming home the com- 
tesse was teasing her mount, spurring it and then 
checking it abruptly. They he^rd Julien say several 
time: "Take care, take care; you will be thrown." 
"So much the worse," she replied; "it is none of 
your business," in a hard clear tone that resounded 
across the fields as though the words hung in the air. 

The animal reared, plunged and champed the bit. 
The comte, uneasy, shouted : "Be careful, Gilberte !" 
Then, as if in defiance, with one of those impulses 
of a woman whom nothing can stop, she struck her 
horse brutally between the ears. The animal reared 
in anger, pawed the air with his front feet and, land* 
ing again on his feet, gave a bound and darted across 
the plain at full speed. 

First it crossed the meadow, then plunging into a 
ploughed field kicked up the damp rich earth behind 
it, going so fast that one could hardly distinguish its 
rider. Julien remained transfixed with astonishment, 
calling out in despair : "Madame, madame !" but the 
comte was rather annoyed, and, bending forward on 
his heavy mount, he urged it forward and started out 
at such a pace, spurring it on with his voice, his ges- 
tures and the spur, that the huge horseman seemed 
to be carrying the heavy beast between his legs and 
to be lifting it up as if to fly. They went at incred- 
ible speed, straight ahead, and Jeanne saw the out- 
line of the wife and of the husband fleeing getting 
Smaller and disappearing in the distance, as if they 
Were two birds pursuing each other to the verge of 
the horizon. 

Julien, approaching Jeanne slowly, murmured an- 
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grily: **1 think she is crazy to-day.** And they aot 
out together to roilow their friends, who were now 
hidden by the rising ground. 

At the end of about a quarter of an hour they saw 
them returning and presently joined them. The 
comte, perspiring, his face red, but smiling, happy 
and triumphant, was holding his wife’s trembling 
horse in his iron grasp. Gilberte was pale, her face 
sad and drawn, and she was leaning one hand on her 
husband’s shoulder as if she were going to faint 
Jeanne understoo^l now that the comte loved her 
madly. 

After this the comtesse for some months seemed 
happier than she had ever been. She came to the 
*^PopIars” more frequently, laughed continually and 
kissed Jeanne impulsively. One might have said that 
some mysterious charm had come into her life. Het 
husband was also quite happy and never took his 
eyes off her. He said to Jeanne one evening: “We 
are very happy just now. Gilberte has never beea 
so nice as this. She never is out of humor, never 
gets angry. I feel that she loves me ; until now I was 
not sure of it.” 

Julicn also seemed ch nged, no longer impatient, 
as though the friendship between the two families 
had bi ought peace and happiness to both. The 
spring was singularly early and mild. Everything 
seemed to be coming to life benec^th the quickening 
rays of the sun. Jeanne was vaguely troubled at this 
awakening of nature. Memories came to her of the 
early days of her love. Not that her love for JuHen 
was renewed; that was over, over forever. But all 
her being, caressed by the breeze, filled with the 
fragrance of spring, was disturbed as though in re- 
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^onse to some invisible and tender appeal. She 
loved to be alone, to give herself tip in the sunlight 
to all kinds of vague and calm enjoyment which did 
not necessitate thinking. 

One morning as she was in a reverie a vision came 
lo her, a swift vision of the sunlit nook amid the 
dark foliage in the little wood near £tretat. It was 
there that she had for the first time trembled, when 
beside the young man who loved her then. It was 
there that he had uttered for the first time the timid 
desire of his heart. It was there that she thought 
that she had all at once reached the radiant future 
of her hopes. She wished to see this wood again, to 
make a sort of sentimental and superstitious pil- 
grimage, as though a return to this spot might some- 
how change the current of her life. Julien had been 
gone since daybreak, she knew not whither, ^he 
had the little white horse, which she sometimes rode, 
saddled, and she set out. It was one of those days 
when nothing seemed stirring, not a blade of grass, 
not a leaf. All seemed wrapped in a golden mist be- 
neath the blazing sun. Jeanne walked her horse, 
soothed and happy. 

She descended into the valley which leads to the 
ca, between the great arches in the cliff that are 
called the “Gates” of fitretat, and slowly reached the 
wood, 'rhe sunlight was streaming through the still 
scanty foliage. She wandered about the little paths, 
looking for the spot. 

All at once, as she was going along one of the 
lower paths, she perceived at the farther end of it 
two horses tied to a tree and recognized them at 
once; they belonged to Gilberte and Juhen. The 
loneliness of the place was beginning be >rksome 
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to her» and she was pleased at this chance niectfai(s; 
and whipped up her horse* 

When she reached the two patient animals* who 
were probably accustomed to these long halts* she 
called. There was no reply. A woman's glove and 
two riding whips lay on the beaten-down gprass. So 
they had no doubt sat down there awhile and then 
walked away leaving their horses tied. 

She waited a quarter of an hour, twenty minutes* 
surprised, not understanding what could be keeping 
them. She had dismounted. She sat there, leaning 
against a tree trunk. Suddenly a thought came to 
her as she glanced again at the glove, the whips and 
the two horses left tied there, and she sprang to her 
saddle with an irresistible desire to make her escape. 

She started off at a gallop for the “Poplars." She 
was turning things over in her mind, trying to rea- 
son, to put two and two together, to compare facts 
How was it that she had not suspected this sooner? 
How was it that she had not noticed anything? How 
was it she had not guessed the reason of Julien’s 
frequent absences, the renewal of his former atten- 
tion to his appearance and the improvement in his 
temper ? She now recalj> 1 Gilberte’s nervous abrupt- 
ness, her exaggerated affection and the kind of beam- 
ing happiness in which she seemed to exist latterly 
and that so pleased the comte. 

She reined in her horse, as she wanted to think* 
and the quick pace disturbed her ideas. 

As soon as the first emotion was over she became 
almost calm, without jealousy or hatred, but filled 
with contempt. She hardly gave Julien a thought; 
nothing he might do could astonish her. Buc the 
double treachery of the comtesse, her friend, dir 
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gmtei fier. Everyone, then, was treacherous, un- 
truthful and false. And tears came to her eyes. One 
sometimes mourns lost illusions as deeply as one 
does the death of a friend. 

She resolved, however, to act as though she knew 
nothing, to close the doors of her heart to all ordi* 
nary affection and to love no one but Paul and her 
parents and to endure other people with an undis- 
turbed countenance. 

As soon as she got home she ran to her son, car- 
ried him up to her room and kissed him passionately 
for an hour. 

Julien came home to dinner, smiling and attentive, 
and appeared interested as he asked: '‘Are not 
father and little mother coming this year?'* 

She was so grateful to him for this little attention 
that she almost forgave him for the discovery she 
had made in the wood, and she was filled all of a 
sudden with an intense desire to sec without ticlay 
the two beings in the world whom she loved next 
to Paul, and passed the whole evening writing to 
them to hasten Ihcir journey. 

They promised to be there on the 20th of May 
and it was now the ytli. 

She awaited their arrival with a growing impa- 
tience, as though she felt, in addition to her filial 
affection, the nectl of opening her heart to honest 
hearts, to talk with frankness to pure-minded peo- 
ple. devoid of all infamy, all of whose life, actions 
and thoughts had been upright at all times. 

What she now felt was a sort of moral isoLition, 
amid all this immorality, and, althongli she had 
learn ?d suddenly to disseminate, although she re- 
ofitrod tlic condesse with outstretched hand and 
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smiling lips, she felt this consciousness of hcAiw^ 
aess, this contempt for humanity increasing and 
enveloping her, and the petty gossip of the district 
gave her a still greater disgust, a still lower opinion 
of her fellow creatures. 

The immorality of the peasants shocked her, and 
this warm spring seemed to stir the sap in human 
beings as well as in plants. Jeanne did not belong 
to the race of peasants who are dominated by their 
lower instincts. Julien one day awakened her aver- 
sion anew by telling her a coarse story that had been 
told to liini and that he considered very amusing. 

When tlie ttdvelling carriage stopped at the door 
and the happy face of the baron appeared at the 
window Jeanne was stirred with so deep an emotion, 
such a hmiiiltuous feeling of affect ion as she had 
never before experienced. But when she saw her 
mother :;hc was shocked and almost fainted. The 
baroness, in six months, had aged ten years. Her 
heavy cheeks had grown flabby and purple, as 
though the blood were congested; her eyes were 
dim and she could no longer move about unless sup- 
ported under each arm. Her hrealliing was difficult 
and wheer'ing and affected those near her with a 
painful sensation. 

When Jeanne had aktn them to Lhcir room, she 
retired to her own in order to have a good cry, as 
she was so upset. Then she went to look for her 
father, and throwing herself mto his arms, she ex- 
claimed, her ey<*s still full of tears : “Oh, how 
mother is changed ! What is the matter with her ? 
Tell me, what is the mailer?'* He wa.i much sur- 
prised and replied: “Do you think so? What an 
idea ! Why, no. 1 have never been away from ber. 
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I assure you that I do not think she looks ilL She 
always looks like that.’' 

That evening Juliea said to his wife: “Your 
mother is in a pretty bad way. I think she will not 
last long.” And as Jeanne burst out sobbing, he 
became annoyed. “Come, I dt 1 not say there was no 
hope for her. You always exaggerate everything. 
She is changed, that's all. She is no longer young.” 

The baroness was not able to walk any distance 
and only went out for half an hour each day to 
take one turn in her avenue and then she would sit 
on the bench. And when she felt unequal to walk- 
ing to the end ot her avenue, she would say: “Let 
us stop; my hypertrophy is breaking my legs to- 
day.” She hardly ever laughed now as she did the 
previous year at anything that amused her, but 
only smiled. As she could see to read excellently, 
she passed hours reading “Corinne” or Lama^jtine’s 
“Meditations.” Then she would ask for her drawer 
of “souveiiiis," and emptying her cherished letters 
on her lap, she would place the drawer on a chair 
beside her and ])ut back, one by one, her ‘‘relics,” 
after she had slowdy gone over them. And when 
she was alone, quite alone, she would kiss some of 
itiem, as ouc kisses in secret a lock of hair of a 
loved one passed away. 

Sometimes Jeanne, coming in abruptly, would find 
her weeping and would exclaim “Vv liat is the mat- 
ter, little mother i”' And the baroness, sighing deeply, 
would reply: “It is my ‘relics' that make me cry. 
They stir remembrances that were so delightful and 
that are now past forever, and one is reminded of 
persons whom one had forgotten and recalls once 
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more. Yon seem see them, to hear them and k 
affects you strangely. You will feci this later 

When the baro»> happened to come in at stick 
times he would say gently* “Jeanne, dearie, take my 
advice and burn vour letters, all of them — your 
mother^s, mine, everyone's There is nothing more 
dreadful, when one growing old, than to look back 
to one’s \outh.” Put Jeanne aKo kept hoi letters, 
was lireptiiing a di^st of “relics' in ohcdnuicc to a 
sort of hereditary in-slinct of dreamy sentimentality, 
although she diPerrd from her mother in every 
other way 

Tlie baron wa** ohpged to leave them some days 
later, as he had some business that called him away. 

One afternoon Jcaiin-' took Paul in ha arms and 
went out loi a walk "^ho was fitting on a hank, 
ga^ltlg <it the infant, wdioui she sctnnd lt» in looking 
at for the li’ I tinu. She 'ould hardly im i^^nc him 
giown up, walking with ? ^loa<lv ''t* p with a beard 
on III') la 01 tiiid talking ir* n big voico She heard 
someone eillnig and raised lr*r head Mauas eame 
running tov^aid her 

“Aladamo Aladaint la Rarorno is verv bad*' 

A cold dull seemed to run df >» n her back as she 
started up and wall'Cvi hurriedly' t^i'*-ard iho house. 

As she approaclic. she saw a uiu**l)ei oi titrsons 
grouped around the plane tree. She d irtod forward 
and saw' her mother lying or the giouud with two 
pillows under her head lUr fate was black, hei 
eyes closed and her breathing, which hae diffi- 
cult for twenty years, now quite hushed. The nurse 
took the child out of Jeanne’s arms and carrier* it off. 

Jeanne, with drawm, anxious face, asked* “What 
happened ? How did she come to fall ? Go fca 'he 
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doctor, somebody.” Turning round, she saw the old 
cure, who had beard of il in some way He offered 
his services and began rolling up the sleeves of his 
cassock. Hut vinegar, eau de cologne and rubbing 
the invalid proved ineffectual. 

•‘Shc should be undressed and put to bed,” said 
the priest. 

Joseph Coiiillard, the farmer, was there and old 
Simon and Ludivine. With the assistance of Abbe 
Picot, they tried to lift the baroness, but after an 
attempt were obliged to bring a large easy chair 
from the drawing-room and place her in it. In this 
way they managed to get her into tlie hou^e and then 
upstairs, where they laid her on her bed. 

Joseph Couillard set out in liol haste for the doc- 
tor. As the priest wa« going to get the holy oil, the 
nurse, who had “scenled a death,” as the servants 
say, and w'as on the spot, whispered lo him: ”Do 
not put yonrtolf out, monsieur; she is de'id. I*know 
all about theve things.” 

Jeanne, beside herself, entreated them to do some- 
thing. The priest thought it best to jircjnounce the 
absolution. 

They watched for tw^o hour.s beside this lifeless, 
discolored Jeanne, on her knees, was sobbing 

ill an agonv of grief. 

When the dour opened and the doctor appeared, 
Jeanne dart«.d toward him, stammering out what she 
knew of the accident, but seeing the mir^e eM'haiige 
a meaning glantc with the doctor, she stt^pped to 
ask him: “Is it serious? Do you think it is seri- 
ous ?** 

He said presently: “I am afraid — I am afraid — 
kkaU over. Be biave, be brave.” 
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Jeanne, extending her arms, threw herself on her 
mother's body. Julien just then came in. He stood 
there amazed, visibly annoyed, without any exclama- 
tion of sorrow, any appearance of grief, taken so 
unawares that he had not time to prepare a suitable 
expression of countenance. He muttered: “I was 
expecting it, I felt that the end was near.” Then he 
took out his handkei chief, wiped his eyes, knelt 
down, crossed himself, and then rising to his feet, 
attempted to raise his wife. But she was clasping 
the dead body and kissing it, and it became necessary 
to carry her away. She appeared to be out of her 
mind. 

At the end of an hour she was allowed to come 
back. There was no longer any hope. The room 
was arranged as a death chamber. Julien and the 
priest weie talking in a low tone near the window. 
It was growing dark. The priest came over to 
Jeanne and took her hands, trying to console her. 
He spoke of the defunct, prai^^ed her in pious 
phrases and offered to pass the night in prayer be- 
side the body. 

But Jeanne refused, amid convulsive sobs. She 
wished to he alone, quite alone on this last night of 
farewell. Julien ca* * fciward: “But you must not 
do it; we will stay together.'' She shook her head, 
unable to speak. At last she said . “It is my mother, 
my mother, I wish to watch n side her alone.” The 
doctor murmurefi : “Let her uo as she pleases ; the 
nurse can stay in the adjoining room.” 

The priest and julien consented, more interested 
in their own icst. Then Abbe Picot knelt down in 
his turn, and as he rose and left the room, he said: 



UNE VIE 

**She was a saint’* in the same tone as he said "Domi* 
nus vobiscum.” 

The vicomte in his ordinary tone then asked : **Arc 
you not going to eat something?” Jeanne did not 
reply, not knowing he was speaking to her, and he 
repeated: “You had better eat something to keep 
up your stomach.” She replied in a bewildered man- 
ner: “Send at once for papa.” And he went out of 
the room to send someone on horseback to Rouen. 

She remained plunged in a sort of motionless 
grief, seeing nothing, feeling nothing, understanding 
nothing. She only wanted to be alone. Julien came 
back. He had dined and he asked her again : “Won’t 
you take something?” She shook her head. He sat 
down with an air of resignation rather than sadness, 
without speaking, and they both sat there silent, till 
at length Julien arose, and approaching Jeanne, said: 
“Would you like to stay alone now?” She took hit 
hand impulsively and replied : “Oh, yes ! leavefme !” 

He kissed her forehead, murmuring : “I will come 
in and see you from time to time.” He went out 
with Widow Dentu, who rolled her easy chair into 
the next room. 

Jeanne shut the door and opened the windows 
wide. She felt the soft breath from the mown hay 
that lay in the moonlight on the lawn. It seemed to 
harrow her feelings like an ironical remark. 

She went back to the bed, took one of the cold, 
inert hands and looked at her mother earnestly She 
seemed to be sleeping more peacefully than she had 
ever done, and the pale flame o£ the tapers which 
flickered at every breath made her face appear to be 
alive, as if she had stirred. Jeanne rcmemb.ered all 
the little incidents of her childhood, the visits of 
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little mother to the **parlo5r” of the convent, the 
manner in which she handed her a little paper bag 
of cakes a multitude of little details, little acts, little 
caresses, words, intonations, familiar gestures, the 
creases at the corner of her eyes when she laughed, 
the big sigh she gave when she sat down. 

And she stood there looking at her, repeating half 
mechanically. *‘She is dead,” and all the horror of 
the word became real to her. It was mamma lying 
there — little mother — Mamma Adelaule who was 
dead. She would never move about again, nor speak, 
nor laugh, nor sit at dinner opposite little father. 
She would never again say: “Good-morning, Jean- 
nette.” She was dead ! 

And she fell on her knees in a paroxysm of de- 
spair, her hands clutching the sheet, her lace buried 
in the covers as she cried in a heartrending tone: 
'‘Oh, mamma, my poor mamma !” Then feeling that 
she was losing her reason as she had done on the 
night when she fled across the snow, she rose and 
ran to the window to drink in the fresh air. The 
soothing calmness of the night entered her soul and 
she began to weep quietly. 

Presently she turned back into the room and sat 
down again beside her mother. Other remembrances 
came to her : those of her own life — Rosalie, Gil- 
berte, the hitler disillusions of her heart. Every- 
thing, then, was only misery, grief, unhappiness and 
death. Everyone tried to deceive, everyone lied, 
everyone made you suffer and weep. Where could 
one find a little rest and happiness? In another ex- 
istence no doubt, when the soul is freed from the 
trials of earth. And she began to ponder on this 
insoluble mystery. 
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A tender and curious thought came to her mixuL 
It was to read over in this last watch, as though 
they were a litany, the old letters that her mother 
loved. It seemed to her that she was about to per- 
form a delicate and sacred duty which would give 
pleasure to little mother in the other world. 

She rose, opened the writing desk and took from 
the lower drawer ten little packages of yellow letters, 
tied and arranged in order, side by side. She placed 
them all on the bed over her mother’s heart from a 
sort of sentiment and began to read them. They 
were old letters that savored of a former century. 
The first began, "My dear little granddaughter" 
then again "My dear little girl,” "My darling,” "My 
dearest daughter,” then "My dear child,” "My dear 
Adelaide,” "My dear daughter,” according to the 
periods — childhood, youth or young womaaihood. 
They were all full of little insignificant details and 
tender words, about a thousand little matters, those 
simple but important events of home life, so petty to 
outsiders: "Father has the grip; poor Ilortense 
burnt her finger; the cat, ‘Croquerat/ is dead; they 
have cut down the pine tree to the right of the gate ; 
mother lost her prayerbook on the way home from 
church, she thinks it was stolen.” 

All these details affected her. They seemed like 
revelations, as though she had suddenly entered the 
past secret heart life of little mother. She looked 
at her lying there and suddenly began to read aloud, 
to read to the dead, as though to distract, to console 
her. 

And the dead woman appeared to be pleased. 
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Jeanne tossed the letters as she read them to the 
foot of the bed. She untied another package. It 
was a new handwriting. She read: “I cannot do 
without your caresses. I love you so that 1 am al* 
most crazy.*' 

That was all; no signature. 

She put back the letter without understanding its 
meaning. The address was certainly ^'Madame la 
Baronne Lc Perthuis des Vauds." 

Then she opened another: '‘Come this evening 
as soon as he goes out; we shall have an hour to- 
gether. I worship you." In another: “I passed the 
night longing in vain for you, longing to look into 
your eyes, to press my lips to yours, and I am in- 
sane enough to throw myself from the window at 
the thought that you are another's • . 

Jeanne was perfectly bewildered. What did that 
mean? I'o whom, for whom, from whom were 
these words of love? 

She went on reading, coming across fresh im- 
passioned declarations, appointments with warnings 
as to prudence, and always at the end the six 
words: “Be sure to burn this letter!*' 

At last she opene»l an ordinary note, accepting an 
invitation to dinner, but in the same handwriting 
and signed: “Paul d'Ennemare,” whom the baron 
called, whenever he spoke of him, “My poor old 
Paul," and whose wife had been the baroness’ dear- 
est friend. 

Then a sn-picion, which immediately became a 
certainty, flashed across Jeanne’s mind: He had 
been her mother’s lover. 

And, almost beside herself, she suddenly threw 
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aside these infamous letters as she would have 
thrown off some venomous reptile and ran to the 
window and began to cry piteously. Then, collaps- 
ing, she sank down beside the wall, anrl hiding her 
face in the curtain so that no one should hear her, 
she sobbed bitterly as if in hopeless despair. 

She would have remained thus probably all night, 
if she had not heard a noise in the adjoining room 
that made her start to her feet It might be her 
father. And all the letters were lying on the floor! 
He would have to open only one of them to know 
all ! Her father ! 

She darted into the other room and seizing the 
letters in handfuls, she threw them all into the fire- 
place, those of her grandparents as well as those of 
the lover; some that she had not looked at and 
some that had remained tied up in the drawers of 
the desk. She then took one of the tapeft that 
burned beside the bed and set fire to this jiile of let- 
ters. When they were reduced to ashes she went 
back to the open window, as though she no longer 
dared to sit beside the dead, and began to cry again 
with her face in her hands : “Oh, my poor mamma ! 
oh, my poor mamma!” 

The stars were paling. It was the cool hour that 
precedes the dawn. The moon was sinking on the 
horizon and turning the ^ea to mocher of pearl. 
The recollection of the night she passed at the win- 
dow when she first came to the “Poplars” came to 
Jeanne’s mind. How far away it seemed, how 
everything was changed, how different the future 
now seemed ! 

The sky was becoming pink, a joyous, love-inspir* 
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ing, enchanting pink. She looked at it in surprise, 
as at some phenomenon, this radiant break of day, 
and asked herself if it were possible that, on a planet 
where such dawns were found, there should be 
neither joy nor happiness. 

A noise at the door made her start. It was Julien. 
*‘WclI,*' lie said, “are yoti not very tired?” 

She murmured, “No,” happy at being no longer 
alone, “(io and rest now,” he said. She kissed her 
mother a long, sad kiss; then she went to her room. 

The next day passed in the usual attentions to the 
dead. The baron arrived toward evening. He wept 
for some time. 

The funeral look place the following day. After 
pressing a last kiss on her mother's icy forehead 
and seeing the cofTin nailed down, Jeanne left the 
room. The inMted guests would soon arrive. 

Gilherle was the first to come, and she threw her- 
self sobbing on her friend’s shoulder. Women in 
black presently entered the room one after another, 
people whom Jeanne did not know. The Marquise 
de Coutelier and the Vicomtesse de Rriseville em- 
braced her. She suddenly saw Aunt Lison gliding 
in behhid her. She turned round and kissed her 
tenderly. 

Julien came in, dressed all in black, elegant, very 
important, phased at seeing o many people. He 
asked his wile some question in a low tone and 
added confidentially: “All the nobility are here; it 
will be a fine affair.” And he walked away, gravely 
bowing to the ladies. Aunt Lison and Gomtesse 
Gilberte alone remained with Jeanne during the 
service for the dead. The comtesse kissed her re- 
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peatedly, exclaiming: ‘‘Mjr poor dear, my poor 
dear!” 

When Comte de Founrille came to fetch his wife 
he was also crying as though it were for his own 
mother. 



CHAPTER X 


RETRIBUTION 

The followin^> <lays were very sad and dreary, as 
they always are when there has been a death in the 
house. AikI, in addition, Jeanne was crushed at the 
thought of what she had discovered; her last shred 
of confitlence had been de^^lroyed with the destruc- 
tion her faillu Little father, after a short stay, 
went away to try and distract his thoughts from his 
grief, and the large house, whose former masters 
were ItaMiig it fioni time to time, resumed its usual 
calm and monotoiious course. 

Then Paul fell ill, arwl Jeanne was almost beside 
herseli, not sleeping for ten days, and scarcely tast- 
ing food. He recovered, but she was haunted by 
the idea thfit he might die. Then what should she 
do? \\ hat would become of her? And there grad- 
ually stok into her heart the hope that she might 
have anoih( r chila. She dreamed of it, became 
obsessed wUh the idea. She longed to realize her 
old dream of seeing two litth* children around her; 
a boy and a girl. 

But since the ^iffair of Rosalie she and Julien had 
lived apart. A reconciliation seemed impossible ia 
their present situation. Julien loved some one else; 
she knew it; and the very thought of sulTering hia 
approacli filled her with repugnance. She had aa 
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oae left whom she could consult. She resolved to 
go and see Abbe Picot and tell him, under the seal 
of confession, all that weighed upon her mind in 
this matter. 

He was reading from his breviary in his little 
garjden planted with fruit trees when she arrived. 

After a few minutes' conversation on indifferent 
matters, she faltered, her color rising: “I want to 
confess, Monsieur TAbbe.” 

He looked at her in astonishment, as lie pushed 
his spectacles back on his forehead ; then he be^an to 
laugh. “You surely have no great sins on y<inr con- 
science.” This embarrassed her irreatlj, and she 
replied: “No, but f want to ask your acKice on a 
subject that is so — so — so painful that I dare not 
mention it ca«^ually ” 

He at once laid aside his jovial manner and as- 
sumed his priesrly attitude. “Well, my child, T will 
listen to you m the confessional; come ’ 

But she held back, undccidctj, restrained by a kind 
of scruple at speaking of these matters, of which 
she was half ashamed, in the seclusion of an empty 
church. 

“Or else, no — Monsieur le Cure— I might — I 
might — if you wish, tell you now what brings me 
here. Let us go and sit over there, in your little 
arbor.” 

They walked toward it, and Jeanne tried to think 
how she could begin. They sat down in the arbor, 
and then, as if she were confessing herself, she said: 
“Father then hesitated, and repeated: “Fa- 
ther ” and was silent from emotion. 

He waited, his hands crossed over his paunch. 
Seeing her embarrassment, he sought to encourage 
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her: "Why, my daughter, one would suppose you 
were afraid ; come, take courage.” 

She plucked up courage, like a coward who 
plunges headlong into danger. "Father, I should 
like to have another child.” He did not reply, as 
he did not understand her. Then she explained, 
timid and tmable to express herself clearly: 

"I am all alone in life now; my father and my 
husband do not get along together; my mother is 

dead ; and — and she added with a shudder, "the 

other (lay I nearly lost my son 1 What would hare 
become of me then?” 

She was silent. The priest, bewildered, was gaz- 
ing at her. "Come, get to the point of your subject” 

"I want to have another child.” she said. Then 
he smiled, accustomed to the coarse jokes of the 
peasants, who were not embarrassed in his presence, 
and he leplicd, with a sly motion of his head: 

"Well, if seems to me that it depends only on your- 
self.” 

She raised her candid eyes to his face, and said, 
hesitating with confusion: "But — ^but — you under- 
stand that since — since — ^what you know about — 
about that maid — my husband and I have lived — have 
lived quite apart.” 

Accustomed to the ,jromiscuit> and undignified re- 
lations of the peasants, he was astonished at the 
revelation. All at once he thought he guessed at 
the young woman's real desire, and looking at her 
out of the corner of his eye, with a heart full of 
benevolence and of sympathy for her distress, he 
said : "Oh, T understand perfectly. I know that your 
widowhood must be irksome to you. You are young 
and in good health. It is natural, quite natural.” 

I4I 



UNE VIE 


He smiled, bearing out his easy-going character 
ef a country priest, and tapping Jeanne lightly on 
the hand, he said : “That is permissible, very permis- 
sible indeed, according to the commandments. You 
are married, are you not? Well, then, what is the 
harm V* 

She, in her turn, had not understood his hidden 
meaning; but as soon as she saw through it, she 
blushed scarlet, shocked, and with tears in her eyes 
exclaimed : “Oh, Monsieur le Cure, what are you 
saying? What are you thinking of? I swear to 

you — I swear to you And sobs choked her 

words. 

He was surprised and sought to console her: 
“Come, I did not mean to hurt your feelini^s. T was 
only joking a little; there is no harm in that when 
one is decent. lUtt you may rely on me, you may 
rely on me. T will see M, Julien.” 

She did not know what to say. She now wished 
to decline this intervention, which she thought 
clumsy and dangerous, but she did not dare to do so, 
and she went away hurriedly, faltering: “I am grate- 
ful to you. Monsieur le Cure.” 

A week passed One day at dinner Julien looked 
at her with a peculiar expression, a certain smiling 
curve of the lips that she had noticed when he was 
teasing her. IJe was even almost irontc.i’iy gallant 
toward her, and as they were walking 'r dinner 
in little mother's avenue, he said in a low tone: “We 
seem to have made up again ” 

She did not reply, but continued to look on the 
ground at a sort of track that was aln)o<'t effaced 
«ow that the grass was sprouting anew. They were 
Ibe footprints of the baroness, which were vanishing 
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AS does a memory. And Jeanne was plunged in sad- 
ness; she felt herself lost in life, far away frcoi 
everyone. 

*‘As for me, I ask nothing better. I was afraid o£ 
displeasing you,” continued Julien. 

The sun was going down, the air was mild. A 
longing to weep came over Jeanne, one of those 
needs of unbosoming oneself to a kindred spirit, of 
unbending and telling one's griefs. A sob rose in 
her throat ; slie opened her arms and fell on Julien's 
breast, and wept. He glanced down in surprise at 
her head, for he could not see her face w’hich was 
hidden on Lis shoulder. He supposed that she still 
loved him, and olaced a condescending kiss on the 
back of licr heaa 

They entered the House and he tolioweo net to 
her room. And thus they resumed their former re- 
lations, lie, as a not unpleasant duly, and she, merely 
tolerating him. 

She soon noliced, however, that his manner had 
changed, and one day with her lips to his, she mur- 
mured : ‘‘Why arc you not the same as you used to 
be?” 

“Because I do not want any more children,” ke 
said jokingly. 

She '^tarted. “Why nut?” 

He appeared greatly surprised. “Eh, what's that 
you say? Are you crazy? No, indeed! One it 
enough, a1wa}s ciying and bothering everyone. An- 
other baliy ! No, thank you 

At the end of a month she told the news to 
everyone, iar and wide, with the exception of Com- 
tesse Gilberte, ftom reasons of modesty and dett- 
cacy. 
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What the priest had foreseen finally came to pass. 
She became cnccinte. Then, filled with an unspeak- 
able happiness, she locked her door every night when 
she retired, vowing herself from henceforth to eter- 
nal chastity, in gratitude to the vague divinity she 
adored. 

She was now almost quite happy again. Her chil- 
dren would grow up and love her; she would grow 
old quietly, happy and contented, without troubling 
herself about her husband. 

Toward the end of September, Abbe Picot called 
on a visit of ceremony to introduce his successor, a 
young priest, veiy thin, very short, with an em- 
phatic way of talking, and with dark circles round 
his sunken e^es. 

The old abbe had been appointed Dean of Goder- 
ville. 

Jeanne was really sorry to lose the old man, who 
had been as’-oemted with all her recollections as a 
young woman He had married her, liapti/ed Paul, 
and buried the baroness. She ccpild not imagine 
fitouvent without Abbe Picot and liis piunrh pas*?!!!^ 
along by the farms, and she lovetl h ui because he 
was cheerful and naturrl. 

But he did not seem \cry cheerful at the thought 
of his promotion. *‘it is a wrench, i^ is a wrench, 
madame la comtesse. I have been lure tor eighteen 
years. Oh, the place does not bring m n lug'll, and 
is not wealthy. The men have no more religion 
than they need, and the women, look >ou, the women 
have no morals But nevertheless, I loMd it ” 

The new curt apocartd impalient, and said 
abruptly: “When I am here all that will have to be 
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changed” He looked like an angry t>oy» thin and 
frail in his somewhat worn, though clean cassock. 

Abbe Picot looked at him sideways, as he did 
when he was in a joking mood, and said: *'You see, 
abb6, in order to prevent those happenings, you will 
have to chain up your parishioners; and even that 
would not be of much use.” The little priest re- 
plied sharply: “We shall see.” And the oldei man 
smiled as he took a pinch of snuff, and said: “Age 
will calm you down, abbe, and experience also. You 
will drive away from the church the remaining 
faithful ones, and that is all the good it will do. In 
this district they are religious, but pig-headed; be 
careful. Faith, when I see a gill come to confess 
who looks rather stout, I say to myself: ‘She is 
bringing me a new parishioner,’ and I try to get 
her married. You cannot prevent them from mak« 
ing mistakes ; but you can go and look for the man, 
and prevent him from deserting the mother. Get 
them married, abbe, get them married, and do not 
trouble yourself about anything else.” 

“We think differently,” saw! the young priest 
rudely; “it is useless to insist.” And Abbe Picot 
once more began to regret his village, the sea which 
he saw from his par ona*^e, the little vallevs where 
he walked while repeating his breviary, glancing up 
at the boats as they passed. 

As the two priests took thf r leave, the old man 
kissed Jeanne, who was on the verge of tears 

A week later Abbe Tolbiac called again. He spoke 
of reforms which he intended to accomplish, as a 
prince might have done on taking possession of a 
kingdom. Then he requested the vicomtesse not to 
miss the service on Sunday, and to communicate at 
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•n the festivals. ^‘You and 1/’ he said, are at 
the head of the district; we must rule it and always 
set them an example to follow. We must be of one 
accord so that we may be powerful and respected. 
The church and the chateau in joining forces will 
snake the peasants obey and Fear us.” 

Jeanne's religion was all sentiment; she had all 
a woman’s dream faith, and if she attended at all to 
her religious duties, it was from a habit acquired at 
the convent, the baron’s advanced ideas having long 
since overthrown her convictions. Abbe Picot con- 
tented himself with what observances she gave him, 
and never blamed her. But his successor, not seeing 
her at mass the preceding Sunday, had come to call, 
uneasy and stern. 

She did not wish to break with the parsonage, and 
promised, making up her mind to be assiduous in 
attendance the first few weeks, out of politeijcss. 

Little by little, however, she got into the habit of 
going to church, and came under the influence of 
this delicate, upright and dictatorial abbe. A mys- 
tic, he appealed to her in his enthusiasm and zeal. 
He set in vibration in her soul the chord of religious 
poetry that all women possess. His unyielding aus- 
terity, his disgust for ordinary human interests, his 
love of Ciod, his youthful and untutored inc^xperi- 
cnce, his harsh wwds, ami his inflexible will, gave 
Jeanne an idea of the stuff martyrs were made of; 
and she let herself be carried away, all disillusioned 
as she was, by the fanaticism of this child, the min- 
ister of God. 

He led her to Christ, the consoler, showing her 
how the joy of religion will calm all sorrow, and 
she knelt at the confessional, humbling herself, feel- 
146 



UNE VIE 


ing herself small and weak in presence of this priest^ 
who appeared to be about 6 f teen. 

He was, however, very soon detested in all the 
countryside. Inflexibly severe toward himself, he 
was inipla<.abl> intolerant toward others, and the 
one thing that especially roused his wrath and in- 
dignation was love. The young men and girls 
looked at each other slyly across the church, and the 
old peasants who liked to joke about such things dis- 
approved his s<wcrity. All the parish was in a fer- 
ment. Soon the young men all stopped going to 
church. 

The cure dined at the chateau every Thursday, 
and often came during the week to chat with his 
penitent Slie became enthusiastic like himself, 
talked about sdj ritual matters, handling all the an- 
tique and complicated arsenal of religious contro- 
versy. 

They walked together along the baroness* avenue^ 
talking of Christ and the apostles, the Virgin Mary 
and the Fathers of the Church as though they were 
personallv ncquain^^ed with them. 

Julien tit cited the new priest with great respect, 
saying conslcUitly; “That priest suits me, he does 
not back down” A’ d he went to confession and 
commnion. setting a fine example. He now went to 
the Follr\llk•^’ nearly every day, gunning with the 
husband, who \vms never happy ^vithout him, and rid- 
ing with the c<nntcs^e, in spil^; of rain and storm. 
The conite said * “They arc crazy about riding, but 
it does my wif^^ go 3 d.” 

The baron returned to the chateau about the mid- 
dle of November, lie was changed, aged, faded, 
filled with a deep sadness. And his love for hit 
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daughter seemed to have gained in strength, as if 
these few months of dreary solitude had aggravated 
his need of aifection, confklence and tenderness. 
Jeanne did not tell him about her new ideas, and 
her friendship for the Abbe Tolbiac. The first time 
he saw the priest he conceived a great aversion to 
him. And when Jeanne asked him that evening how 
he liked him, he replied : “That man is an inquisitor ! 
He must be very dangerous.*' 

When he learned from the peasants, whose friend 
he was, of the harshness and violence of the young 
priest, of the kind of persecution which he carried 
on against all human and natural instincts, he de- 
veloped a hatred toward him. He, himself, was one 
of the old race of natural philosophers who bowed 
the knee to a sort of pantheistic Divinity, and 
shrank from the catholic conception of a God with 
bourgeois instincts, Jesuitical wrath, aiul tyrtinnical 
revenge. To him reproduction was the great law of 
nature, and he began from farm to farm an ardent 
campaign against this intolerant priest, the perse- 
cutor of life. 

Jeanne, very much worried, prayed to the Lord, 
entreated her father; but he always replied: “We 
must fight such men as that, it is our duty and our 
right. They are not human.*' 

And he repeated, shaking his long white locks: 
“They are not human ; they under ‘■^tand notliing, 
nothing, nothing. They are moving in a morbid 
dream ; they are ami-physical.” And he pronounced 
the word “anli-physical” as though it were a male- 
diction. 

The priest knew who his enemy was. but as he 
wished to remain ruler of the chateau and of Jeanne 
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he temporized, sure of final victory. He was also 
haunted by a fixed idea. He had discovered 
chance the amours of Julien and Gilberte, and he 
desired to put a stop to them at all costs. 

He came to see Jeanne one day and, after a long 
conversation on spiritual matters, he asked her to 
give her aid in helping him to fight, to put an end 
to the evil in her own family, in order to save two 
souls that were in danger. 

She did not understand, and did not wish to 
know, lie replied: ‘The hour has not arrived. I 
shall see you some other time,'" And he left 
abruptly. 

The winter was coming to a close, a rotten winter, 
as they say in the country, damp and mild. The 
abbe called again some days later and hinted mys- 
teriously at one of those shameless inlngues be- 
tween persons whose conduct should be irreproach- 
able. It was the duty, he said, of those who were 
aware of the facts to use every means to bring it 
to an end. He took Jeanne’s hand and adjured her 
to open her eyes and understand and lend him hef 
aid. 

This time she unde-stood, but she was silent, ter- 
rified at the thought of all that might result in the 
house that was now peaceful, and she pretended not 
to understand. Then he spok*' out clearly. 

She faltered: “What do you wish me to do, Mon- 
sieur TAbbe?*’ 

“Anything, rather than permit this infamy. Any- 
thing, I say. Leave him. Flee from this impure 
house 

“But I have no money; and then I have no longer 
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Wj courage; and, besides, how can I go without 
any proof ? I have not the right to do so." 

The priest arose trembling: “That is cowardice, 
madame ; I am mistaken in you. You are unworthy 
of God's mercy !" 

She fell on her knees: “Oh, I pray you not to 
leave me, tel! me what to do !" 

“Open M. de Fourvillc's eyes," he said abruptly. 
"It is his place to break up this intrigue." 

This idea filled her with terror. “Why, he would 
kill them, Monsieur TAbbe ! And I should be guilty 
of denouncing them! Oh, never that, never!" 

He raised his hand as if to curse her in his fury : 
“Remain in your shame and your crime; for you 
are more guilty than they are. You are the com- 
plaisant wife! There is nothing more for me to 
do here." And he went off so furious that he 
trembled all over. 

She followed him, distracted and ready to do as 
he suggested. But he strode along rapidly, shaking 
his large blue umbrella in his rage, Flc perceived 
Julien standing outside the gate superintending the 
lopping of the trees, so he turned to the left to go 
across the Couillard farm, and he said: “Leave me 
alone, madame, 1 have nothing further to say to 
you.” 

Jeanne was entreating him to give her a few days 
for reflection, and then if he came back to the 
chateau she would tell him what she had done, and 
they could take counsel together. 

^ght in his road, in the middle of the farmyard, 
a group of children, those of the liou^e and some 
neighbor s children, were standing around the ken- 
nel of Mirza, the dog, looking curiously at somehting 
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with silent and concentrated attention. In the vMti 
of them stood the baron, his hands behind his back^ 
also looking on with curiosity. One would have 
taken him for a schoolmaster. When he saw the 
priest approaching, he moved away so as not to 
have to meet him and speak to him. 

The priest did not call again; but the following 
Sunday from the pulpit he hurled imprecations, 
curses and threats against the chateau, analhematia- 
ing the baron, and making veiled allusions, but tim- 
idly, to Juhen’s latest intrigue. The \icomte was 
furious, btil the dread of a shocking scandal kept 
him silent. At each service thereafter the priest de- 
clared bis indignation, predicting the approach of 
the hour when God would smile all his enemies. 

Julicn wrote a firm, but respectful letter to the 
arebbisbop; the abbe was threatened with suspen- 
sion. He was silent thereafter. 

Gilberte and JuJien now frequently met him dur- 
ing their tides reading his breviary, but they turned 
aside so as not to pass him by. Spring had come and 
reawakened their love. As the foliage was still 
sparse and tlie grass damp, they used to meet in a 
shepherd^s movable hut that had been deserted since 
autumn. But vme da when they were leaving it, 
they saw the Abbe Tolbiac, almost hidden in the sea 
rushes on the slope. 

‘'We must leave our horses in the ravine,** said 
Julien, “as they can be seen trom a distance and 
would betray us.” One evening as they were com- 
ing home together to La Vrillette, where they were 
to dine with the comte, they met the cure of fetou- 
rent coming out of the chateau. He stepped to the 
side of the road to let them pass, and bowed witboot 
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their eyes meeting. They were uneasy for a few 
moments, but soon forgot it. 

One afternoon, Jeanne was reading beside the 
fire while a storm of wind was raging outside, when 
she suddenly perceived Comte Fourville coming on 
foot at such a pace that she thought some misfor- 
tune had happened. 

She ran downstairs to meet him, and when she 
saw him she thought he must be crazy. He wore a 
large quilted cap that he wore only at home, hit 
hunting jacket, and looked so pale that his red mus- 
tache, usually the color of his skin, now seemed like 
a dame. His eyes were haggard, rolling as though 
his mind were vacant. 

He stammered: “My wife is here, is she not?” 
Jeanne, losing her presence of mind, replied : “Why, 
no, I have not seen her to-day.” 

He sat down as if his legs bad given way. He 
then took off his cap and wiped his fort head with 
his handkerchief mechanically several limes. Then 
starting up sudvleiily, he approached Jtanne, his 
hands stretched out, his mouth open, as if to speak, 
to confide some great sorrow to her. Then he 
stopped, looked at her fixedly and said .is iliough he 
were wandering: ‘'Bur it is your husband— -you 
also ” Anri he fled, going toward tlje sea. 

Jeanne ran alter him, calling him, imploring him 
to stop, her lieart beating with appreheii'sion as she 
thought: “He knows all! What will he do? Oh, 
if he only does not find them !” 

But she could not come up to him, arid he disre- 
garded her appeals. He went straight ahead with- 
out hesitation, straight to his goal. He crossed the 
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ditch, then, stalking through the sea rushes like a 
giant, he reached the cliff. 

Jeanne, standing on the mound covered with trees, 
followed him with her eyes until he was out of 
sight Then she went into the house, distracted 
with grief. 

He had turned to the right and started to run. 
Threatening waves overspread the sea. big black 
clouds were scudding along madly, passing on and 
followed by others, each of them coming down in a 
furious* downpour. The wind whistled, moaned, laid 
the grass and the young crops low and carried away 
big while birds that looked like specks of foam and 
bore them far into the land. 

The hail which followed beat in the comte's face, 
litling his ears with noise and his heart with tumult. 

Down yonder before him was the deep gorge of 
the Val de Vaucotte. There was nothing before him 
but a shepherd’s hut beside a deserted sheep pasture. 
Two horses were tied to the shafts of the hut on 
wheels. What might not happen to one in such a 
tempest as this? 

As soon as he saw them the comic crouched on the 
ground and crawled aiong on bis hands and knees 
as far as the lonely hut and hid himself beneath the 
hut that he might not be seen through the cracks. 
The horses on seeing him became restive. Tie slowly 
cut their reins with the knife w'hich he held open in 
his hand, and a sudden squall coming up, the animals 
fled, frightetied at the hail w’hich rattled on the 
sloping roof of the wooden hut and made it shake 
on its wdieels. 

The comte then kneeling upright, put his eye to 
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ihe boitom of the door and looked inside. He did 
not stir; he seemed to be waiting. 

A little time elapsed and then he suddenly rose to 
his feet, covered with mud from head to foot. He 
frantically pushed back th^ bolt which closed the 
hut on the outside, and seizing the shafts, he began 
to shake the hut as though he would bieak it to 
pieces. Then all at once he got between the shafts, 
bending his huge fru,iiie, and with a desperate effort 
dragged it along like an ox, panting as he went. He 
dragged it, with whoever was in it, toward the steep 
incline. 

Those inside screamed and banged with their fists 
on the door, not understanding what was going on. 

When he rcacln d the top of the chtt he let go the 
fragile dw«*l]ing, which began to roll down the in- 
cline, going c\<r faster and faster, plunging, stum- 
bling like an animal and striking the gronnd^With its 
shafts. 

An old beggar hidden in a ditch saw it flying over 
his head and heard frightful screams coming from 
the wooden box. 

All at once a wheel was wrenched off and it fell 
on its side and began to roll like a ball, as a house 
torn from its Inundations might roll from the sum- 
mit of a mountain. I'hen, reaching the ledge of the 
last ravine, it described a circle, and fjlhng to the 
bottom, burst open as an egg might do. ]t was no 
sooner smashed on the stones than the old beggar, 
who had seen it going past, went down toward it 
slowly amid the rushes, and with the customary 
caution of a peasant, not daring to go directly to 
the shattered hut, he went to the nearest farm to tell 
of the accident. 
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They all ran to look at it and raised the wreck of 
the hut. They found two bodies, bruised, crushed 
and bleeding. The man’s forehead was split open 
and his whole face crushed; the woman’s jaw was 
hanging, dislocated in one of the jolts, and their 
shattered limbs were soft as pulp. 

“What were they doing in that shanty?” said a 
woman. 

The old beggar then said that they had apparently 
taken refuge in it to get out of the storm and that a 
furious squall must have blown the hut over the cliff. 
He said he had intended to take shelter there himself, 
when he saw the horses tied to it, and understood 
that some one else must be inside. “But for that,” 
he added m a satisfied tone, “I might have rolled 
down in it.” Some one remarked: “Would not that 
have becMi a good thing?” 

The old man, in a furious rage, said: “Why would 
it have been a good thing? Because I am poor and 
they are rich ! Look at them now.” And trembling, 
ragged and dripping with rain, he pointed to the two 
dead bodies with his hooked stick and exclaimed: 
“We are all alike when we get to this.” 

The comte, as soon as he saw the hut rolling down 
the steep slope, ran off at full speed through the 
blinding storm. He ran in this way for several 
hours, taking short cuts, leaping across ditches, 
breaking through the hedges, and thus got back 
home at dusk, not knowing how himself. 

The frightened servants were awaiting his return 
and told him that the two horses had returned rider- 
less some little time before, that of Julien following 
the other one. 

Then M. de Fourville reeled and in a choked voice 
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said: ^'Something must have happened to them in 
this dreadful 'weather. Let every one help to look 
for them. 

He started off himself, but he was no sooner out 
of sight than he concealed himself in a clump of 
bushes, watching the road along which she whom 
he even still loved with an almost savage passion 
was to return dead, dying or maybe crippled and dis- 
figured forever. 

And soon a carriole passed by carrying a strange 
burden. 

It stopped at the chateau and passed through the 
gate. It was that, it was she. But a fearful anguish 
nailed him to the spot, a fear to know the worst, a 
iread of the truth, and he did not stir, hiding as a 
bare, starting at the least sound. 

He waited thus an hour, two hours perhaps. The 
buggy did not come out. He concluded that his wife 
was expiring, and the thought of seeing her, of meet- 
ing her gaze filled him with so much horror that he 
suddenly fcart'd to be discovered in his hiding place 
and of being compelled to return and be present at 
this agony, and he then fled into the thick of the 
wood. Then all of a suddtm it occurred to him that 
she perhaps might he needing h^s care, that no one 
probably could properly attend to he Then he 
returned on his tracks, running breathlessly. 

On entering the chateau he met the gardener and 
called out to him, *‘WeIl?’’ The man did not dare 
answer him. Then M. dc Foiirvillc almost roared 
at him : “Is she <lc‘ad ’r'” and the servant stammered : 
'*Yes, M. Ic Comle.” 

lie experienced a feeling of immense relief. His 
blood seemed to cool and his nerves relax somewhat 
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of iheir extreme tension, and he walked firmly tip 
the steps of his great hallway. 

The other wagon had reached '‘The Poplars,’* 
Jeanne saw it from afar. She descried the mattress ; 
she guessed that a human form was lying upon it, 
and understood all. Her emotion was so vivid that 
she swooned and fell prostrate. 

When she regained consciousness her father was 
holding her head and bathing her temples with vine- 
gar. He said hesitatingly: “Do you know?” She 
murmured: “Yes, father.” But when she attempted 
to ri<e she found herself unable to do so, so intense 
was her agony. 

Thai very night she gave birth to a stillborn in- 
fant, a girl. 

Jeanne «!aw nothing of the funeral of Julien; she 
knew nothing of it. She merely noticed at the end 
of a day or two that Aunt Lison was back, and in 
her fcven<-h dreanis which haunted her she per- 
sistently sought to recall when the old maiden lady 
had left “The Poplars,” at what period and under 
what circumstances. She could not make this out, 
even in her lucid moments, but she was certain of 
having seen her subsequent to the deatli of “little 
mother ” 
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CHAPTER Xr 


THE DEVELOPMENT OF PAUL 

Jeanne did not leave her room for three months 
and was so wan and pale that no one thought she 
would recover. But she picked up by degrees. Little 
father and Aunt Lison never left her; they had both 
taken up their abode at “The Poplars.” The shock 
of Julien’s death had left her with a nervous malady. 
The slightc.^t sound made her faint and she had 
long swoons fioni ihe most insignificant causes. 

She had never asked the details of J alien's death, 
f^^hat did it matter to her.'* Did she not 4cnow 
enough already ? Every one thought it was an acci- 
dent, but she knew Letter, and she kept to herself 
this secret which tortured her: the knowledge of 
his infidelity and the remembrance of the abrupt and 
terrible V'sit of the comte on the day of the catas- 
trophe. 

And now' she was filled with tender, sweet and 
melancholy rccidlections of the brief evidences of 
love shown her by her husband. She constantly 
thrilled at unexpected memories of him, and she 
seemed to see him as he was when they w'cre be- 
trothed and as she hao know'n him in the hours 
passed heiicalh the sunlighl in Corsica. All his 
faults diminished, all his harshncs-5 vanidied, his 
very infidelities appeared less glaring in the widen- 
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Ing separation of the closed tomb* And Jeanne^ 
pervaded by a sort of posthumous gratitude for this 
man who had held her in his arms, forgave all the 
suffering he had caused her, to remember only mo- 
ments of happiness they had passed together. Then, 
as time went on and month followed month, covering 
all her grief and reminiscences with forgetfulness, 
she devoted herself entirely to her son. 

He became the idol, the one thought of the three 
beings who surrounded him, and he ruled as a despot. 
A kind of jealousy even arose among his slaves. 
Jeanne watched with anxiety the great kisses he 
gave his grandfather after a ride on his knee, and 
Aunt Lison, neglected by him as she had been by 
every one else and treated often like a servant by 
this little tyrant who could scarcely speak as yet, 
would go to her room and weep as she compared the 
slight affcrlion he showed her with the kisses he 
gave his mrtlicr and the baron. 

Two years passed ijuictly, and at the beginning of 
the third winter it was decided that they should go 
to Rouen to live until spring, and the whole family 
set out. lJut on their arrival in the old damp house, 
that had been shut up for some time, Paul had such 
a severe attack of bronchitis that his three relatives 
in despair declared tnat he could not do without the 
air of “'riie J\)plars.'’ They took him back there 
and he got well. 

Then began a series of qii'ct, monotonous ycarSL 
Always around the little one. they went into raptures 
at everything he did. His mother called him Poulet, 
and as he could not proiumncc the word, he said 
“Pol,*' which amused them immensely, and the nick- 
name of “Poulct” stuck to him. 

159 



UNE VIE 


The favorite occupation of his ‘'three mothers,” aa 
the baron called his relatives, was to see how much 
he had grown, and for this purpose they made little 
notches in the casing of the drawing-room door, 
showing his progress from month to month. This 
ladder was called “Poulet’s fedder,” and was an im- 
portant affair. 

A new individual began to play a part in the 
affairs of the household — the dog “Massacre,” who 
became Paul’s inseparable companion. 

Rare visits were exchanged with the Brisevillcs 
and the Coutclicrs. The mayor and the doctor alone 
were regular visitors. Since tlie episode of the 
mother dog and the suspicion Jeanne had entertained 
of the priest on the occasion of the terrible death 
ihe comtesse and Julien, Jeanne had not entered the 
church, angry with a divinity that could tolerate such 
ministers. 

The church was deserted and the pr<est came to 
be looked on as a sorcerer because he had, so they 
said, driven out an evil spirit from a woman who 
was possessed, and although fearing him the peas- 
ants came to respect him for this occult power as 
well as for the luninpeachablc austerity of his life. 

When he met Jeanne he never spoke. This con- 
dition of affairs distressed Aunt Lison, and when 
she was alone, quite alone with Paul, she talked to 
him about Ciod, telling him the wonderful storica of 
the early history of the world. But when she told 
him that he must love Him very much, the child 
would say: “Where is He, auntie?” “Up there,” 
she would sny, pointing to the skv ; “up there, Poulet, 
but do not say so.” She was afraid of the baron. 

One day, however, ]'*oiilet said to hei : “God is 
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everywhere, but He is not in church." He had told 
his grandfather of his aunt’s wonderful revelations. 

When Paul was twelve years old a great difficulty 
arose on the subject of his first communion. 

Lison came to Jeanne one morning and told her 
that the little fellow should no longer be kept with- 
out religious instruction and from his religious 
duties. His mother, troubled and undecided, hesi- 
tated, saying that there was time enough. But a 
month later, as she was returning a call at the Brise- 
villes’, the comtesse asked her casually if Paul was 
going to make his first communion that year. Jeanne, 
unprepared for this, answered, “Yes,” and this sim- 
ple word decided her, and without saying a word to 
her father, she asked Aunt Lison to lake the boy to 
the catechism class. 

All went well for a month, but one day Paul came 
home with a hoarseness and (he following day he 
coughed. On inqinry his mother learned that the 
priest had sent him to wait till the lesson was over 
at the door of the church, where there was a draught, 
because he had misbehaved. So she kept him at 
home and taught him herself. But the Abbe Tobiac, 
despite Aunt Idson’s entreaties, refu-cd to admit him 
as a communicant on the ground that he was not 
thoroughly taught. 

The same thing occurred the following year, and 
the baron angrily sw'or.: tha( the child did not need 
to believe all that tomfoolery so it was decided that 
he should be brought up as a Christian, but not as 
an active Catholic, and when he came of age he 
could believe as he pleased. 

The Brisevilles ceased to call on her and Jeanne 
was surprised, knowing the punctiliousness of these 
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neighbors in returning calls, but the Marquise tie 
Coulelier haughtily told her the reason. Considering 
herself, in virtue of her husband's rank and fortune, 
a sort of queen of the Norman nobility, the marquise 
ruled as a queen, said what she thought, was gracious 
or the reverse as occasion demanded, admonishing, 
restoring to favor, congratulating whenever she saw 
fit. So when Jeanne came to see her, this lady, after 
a few chilling remarks, said drily: “Society is di- 
vided into two classes: those who believe in God 
and those who do not believe in Him. The former, 
even the humblest, aic our friends, our equals; the 
latter are nothing to us.” 

Jeanne, perceiving the insinuation, replied : “But 
may one not believe in God without going to 
church ?” 

“No. madame," answered the marquise. “The 
faithful go to worship God in His church, jj^st as 
one goes to jicopie in their homes.” 

Jeanne, hurt, replied : “( jod is everywhere, ma- 
dame. As for me, who bt-lieves from tbe bottom of 
my heart in Hi's goodness, I no longer feci TTis pres- 
ence when certain priests come between Him 
and me.** 

The marquise rose. “The priest is the standard 
bearer of the ( Iiurch, madame. Whoever vloes not 
follow the standard is opposel to llini .'ind opposed 
to us. * 

Jeanne had ri^cn in her turn and said, trembling: 
**You believe, madame, in a partisan (lod. 1 believe 
in the God of upright people.” She bowed and 
look her leave. 

The peasants also blamed her among themselves 
for not having let Poulet make his first communion. 
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They themselves never attended service or took the 
sacrament unless it might be at Easter, according to 
the rule ordained by the Church; but for boys it 
was quite another thing, and they would have all 
shrunk in horror at the audacity of bringing up a 
child outside this recognized law, for religion is re- 
ligion. 

She saw how they felt and was indignant at heart 
at all these discriminations, all these compromises 
with conscience, this general fear of everything, the 
real cowardice of all hearts and the mask of respecta- 
bility assiimf'd in public. 

The baron took charge of Paul’s studies and made 
him study Latin, his mother merely saying : “Above 
all things, do not get over tired.” 

As soon as the boy was at liberty he went down to 
work in the garden with his mother and his aunt 

He now loved to dig in the ground, and all three 
planted young trees in the spring, sowed seed and 
watched it growing with the deepest interest, pruned 
branches and cut flowers for bouquets. 

Poulet was almost fifteen, but was a mere child m 
intelligence, ignorant, silly, suppressed between pet- 
ticoat government and this kind old man who be- 
longed to another •'entury. 

One evening the baron spoke of college, and 
Jeanne at once began to sob. Aunt Lison timidly 
remained in a dark corner. 

“Why does he need to know so much?” asked his 
mother. “We will make a gentleman farmer of him. 
He can cultivate his land, as many of the nobility 
do. He will live and grow old happily in this house, 
where we have lived before him and where we shall 
die. What more can one do?” 
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But the baron shook his head. '‘What would you 
say to him if he should say to you when he is twenty- 
five: ‘I amount to nothing, I know nothing, all 
through >our fault, the fault of your maternal selfish- 
ness. I feel that I am incapable of working, of mak- 
ing something of myself, and yet I was not intended 
for a secluded, simple life, lonely enough to kill one, 
to which I have been condemned by your short- 
sighted affection.* ” 

She was weeping and said cntreatingly : “Tell me, 
Poulet, you will not reproach me for having loved 
you too well ?** And the big boy. in surprise, prom- 
ised that he never would. “Swear it,” she said. 
“Yes, mamma.** “You want to stay here, don’t 
you ?” “Yes, mamma.** 

Then the l)aron spoke up loud and decidedly: 
“Jeanne, you have no right to make disposition of 
tins life. What you are doing is cowardly and al- 
most criminal; you arc sacrificing your child to your 
own private happines** ” 

She hid her face in her hands, sobbing convul- 
sively, and stammered out amid her tears: “I have 
been .so nnliapp} — so unhappy* Now, just as I am 
living peacefully with him, they want to take him 
away from me. What will become of me now — all 
by myself?” Her father rose and, sitting down be- 
side her, put his arms round her. “And liow about 
me, jearme.?” 

She put her arms suddenly round his titck, gave 
him a htartv kiss and with her voice full of tears, 
she said “Yes, >ou arc right perhaps, little father. 
I was but T have suffeied so much. T am 

quite willing he should go to college ” 

And without knowing exactly what they were 
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going to do with him, Poulet in his turn began to 
weep. 

Then the three mothers began to kiss him and pet 
him and encourage him. When they retired to their 
rooms it was with a weight at their hearts, and they 
all wept, even the baron, who had restrained himself 
up to that. 

It was decided that when the term began to put 
the young boy to school at Havre, and during the 
summer he was petted more than ever, his mother 
sighed often as she thought of the separation. She 
prepared his wardrobe as if he were going to under- 
take a ten years’ voyage. One Octolier morning, 
after a sleepless night, the two women and the baron 
got into the carnage with him and set out on their 
journey. 

They had previously selected his place in the dor- 
mitory and his desk in the school room. Jeanne, 
aided by Aunt Lisen, spent the whole day in arrang- 
ing his clothe ^ in his little wardrobe. As it did not 
b4ild a quarter of what they had brought, she went to 
l(jnk for the superintendent to ask for another. The 
treasurer was called, but he pointed out that all that 
amount ot clothing would only be in the w^ay and 
would never be ^ed, and he refused, on behalf of 
the directors, to let her have another chest of draw- 
ers. Jeanne, much annoyed, decided to hire a room 
in a small neighboring hotel begging the proprietor 
to go himself and take Poukt whatever he required 
as soon as the bf)y asked for it. 

They then took a walk on the pier to look at the 
ships coming and going. They went into a restau- 
rant to dine, but they were none of them able to eat, 
and looked at one another with moistened eyes as the 
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dishes were brought on and taken away almost un- 
touched. 

They now returned slowly toward the school. Boys 
of all ages were arriving from all quarters, accom- 
panied by their families or by servants. Many of 
them were crying. 

Jeanne held Poulet in a long embrace, while Aunt 
Lison remained in the background, her face hidden 
in her handkerchief. The baron, however, who was 
becoming affected, cut short the adieus by dragging 
his daughter away. They got into the carriage and 
went back through the darkness to “The Poplars/' 
the silence being broken by an occasional sob. 

Jeanne wept all the following day and on the day 
after drove to Havre in the phaeton. Poulet seemed 
to have become reconciled to the separation. For 
the first time in his life he now had playmates, and in 
iiis anxiety to join them he could scarcely ^it still 
nn his chair when his mother called. She continued 
her visits to him every other day and called to take 
him home on Surjda\s. Not knowing what to do 
with herself while school was in session until recrea- 
tion time, she would remain sitting in the reception 
room not having the strength or the courage to go 
very far from the scliool. The superintendent sent 
to ask hci to come lo his office and Ixgged her not 
to come so frequently. She paid no attention to his 
request. He tln-refore informed her that if alie con- 
tinued to prevent her son from taking lii^ recreation 
at the u'^Lial Iiours, obliging him to work without a 
change of occupation, they would be forced to send 
him back boine again, and the baron wa^' also noti- 
fied to the same efTect. She was con.sequently 
watched like a prisoner at “The Poplars." 
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She became restless and worried and would ramble 
about for whole days in the country, accompanied 
only by Massacre, dreaming as she walked along. 
Sometimes she would remain seated for a whole 
afternoon, looking out at the sea from the top of the 
cliff; at other times she would go down to Yport 
through the wood, going over the ground of her for- 
mer walks, the memory of which haunted her. How 
long ago — how long ago it was — the time when she 
had gone over these same paths as a young girl, 
carried away by her dreams. 

Poulet w IS not very industrious at school , he was 
kept two years in the fourth form. The third year's 
work was only tolerable and he had to begin the 
second over again, so that he was in rhetoric when 
he was twenty. 

He wah now a big, fair young man, with downy 
whiskers and a faint sign of a mustache. He now 
came home to ‘‘The Poplars" every Sunday, riding 
over in a cfmple of hours, his mother, Aunt Ltson 
and the baron starting out early to go and meet him. 

Although he was a head taller than his mother, 
she alwa>s Heated him as though he were a child, 
and when he returned to school in the evening she 
would chargi hiP' an> iously not to go too fast and 
to think of his poor mother, who would break her 
heart if anything happened to him. 

One Salniday morning . e received a letter from 
Paul, saying that he would not be home on the fol- 
lowing day bi ^ause sonu friends had arranged an 
excursion and had in\ited him. She was tormented 
with anxlc^y all d ly Sunday, as though she dreaded 
some misfortune, and on Thurslay, as she could 
endure it no longer, she set out for Havre. 
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He seemed to be changed, though she could not 
have told in what manner. Tie appeared excited 
and his voice seemed deeper. And suddenly, as 
though it were the most natural thing in the world* 
he said: “I say, mother, a*i long as you have come 
to-day, I want to tell you that I will not be at ‘The 
Poplars* next Sunday, for we are going to have 
another excursion.” 

She was amazed, smothering, as if he had an- 
nounced his dcjiarturc for America. At last, recov- 
ering herself, she said: “Oh, Poulet, what is the 
matter with you? Tell me what is going on.” 

He began lo laugh, and kissing her, replied : 
“Why, nothing, nothing, mamma. 1 am going to 
have a good tune with my friends, I am just at that 
ago.” 

She had nothing to say, but when she was alone 
in the cairiage all manner of ideas came iiUo her 
mind. She no longer recognized him, her roulet, 
her little I'onKt of former dajs. She felt for the 
first time that he was gruwn up, that he no longer 
belonged to her, that he was going to live his life 
without troubling himself al out the old people. It 
seemed to her ll’at one day had wrought this change 
in him. Was it possible that tins was her son, her 
poor little l)o> wl-o had liolptd her to replant the 
lettuce, this great big bearded }outh who had a will 
of his own ! 

For three months T^aul came home only occasion 
ally, and alvva>o seemed impatient to get away again, 
trying to steal off an hour earlier cacti cvcniug. 
Jeanne was alarmed, but the baron consoled her, 
Baying: “Let biin alone, the boy is twcnlv years 
old.** 
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One morning, however, an old man, poorly 
dressed, inquired in German-French for '*Matame 
la Vicomtesse,” and after many ceremonious bows, 
he drew from his pocket a dilapidated pocketbook, 
saying: “Che un betit bapier hour fous,*' and un- 
folding as he handed it to her a piece of greasy 
paper. She read and reread if, looked at the Jew, 
read it over again and asked : “What does it mean?" 

He obsequiously explained: “I will tell you. 
Your son needed a little money, and as I knew that 
you are a good mother, I lent him a trifle to help 
him out.” 

Jeanne was trembling. “But why did he not ask 
me?” The Jew explained at length that it was a 
question of a debt that must be paid before noon the 
following day ; that Paul not being of age, no one 
would have lent him anything, and that his “honor 
would have been compromised” without this little 
service that he had rendered the young man. 

Jeanne tried to call the baron, but had not the 
strength to rise, she was so overcome by emotion. 
At length she said to the usurer: “Would you have 
the kindness to ring the bell?” 

He hesitated, fearing some trap, and then stam- 
mered out; “If ^ am intruding, 1 will call agfain." 
She shook her head in the negative. He then rang, 
and they waited in silence, sitting opposite each 
other. 

When the baron came in he understood the situ- 
ation at once. The note was for fifteen hundred 
francs. He paid one thousand, saying close to the 
man’s face: “And on no account come back.” The 
other thanked him and went his way. 

The baren and Jeanne set out at once for Havre. 
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On reaching the college they learned that Paul had 
not been there for a month. The principal had re- 
ceived four letters signed by Jeanne saying that his 
pupil was not well and then to tell how he was get- 
ting along. Each letter was accompanied by a doc- 
tor's certificate. They were, of course, all forged. 
They were all dumbfounded, and stood there look- 
ing at each other. 

The principal, very much worried, took Ihcm to 
the commissary of police. Jeanne and her father 
stayed at a hotel that night. The following day the 
young man was foumi in the aparlinrnl oi a courte- 
san of the town. His grandfather and inuilicr took 
him back to *‘The Poplars'* and not a u(n<l was ex- 
changed between them during the whole journey. 

A week later they discovered that lie liad con- 
tracted fifteen thousand francs’ wottb of debts 
within the last three inontlis. 1 1 is credit ors l^d not 
come forward at first, knowing that he would soon 
be of age. 

They entered into no discussion aliout it, hoping 
to win him back by gentleness. Tiny i;ave him 
dainty food, petted him, spoiled him. It \\«is spring 
and they hired a boat for him at Yport, in .^pite of 
Jeanne’s fears, so that he might ainu.^e himself on 
the water. 

They would not let him have a horse, for fear he 
should ri<le to Havre. 

He w'as there with nothing to do and became 
irritable and occasionally brutally so. '1 be liaron 
was worried at the discontinuance of bis studies. 
Jeanne, distracted at the idea of a scpaiation, asked 
herself what they could do wdth him. 

One evening he did not come home. Th<*y learned 
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that he had gone out in a boat with two sailors. His 
mother, beside herself with anxiety, went down to 
Yport without a hat in the dark. Some men were 
on the beach, waiting for the boat to come in. 
There was a light on board an incoming boat, but 
Paul was not on board. He had made them take 
him to Havre. 

The pohee sought him in vain; he could not be 
found. TIk vvonan with whom he had been found 
the lir‘t lime had also disappeared without leaving 
any tract ; her iurnittirc was sold and her rent paid. 
In Paul s roo.il at ‘‘The Poplat s” were found two 
letters fiom this person, who seemed to be madly in 
love with him. .She spoke of a to England, 

having, i-he said, obtained the nece^^ai\ funds. 

The three dwellers in the chateau lived silently 
and drenniy, their minds torture* I by all kinds of 
suppositions. Jeanne*^ hair, which had become giay, 
now turned perfectly white. She asked in her inno- 
cence why fate had thus afflicted her. 

She received a letter from the Ablie Tolbiac: 
“Madame, the hand of God is w’eighing heavily on 
you. Yon refused Him your child. He took him 
from you in His turn to cast him into the hands of 
a prostitute. Will »l )ou open your eves at this 
lesson from Heaven? God's mercy is inimite. Per- 
haps He may pardon you if you return and fall on 
your knees before Hun. T an IIis humble servant. 
I will open to you the door of His dwelling when 
you come and knock at it.” 

She sat a long time with ihis letter on her lap. 
Perhaps it was tiue what the priest said. And all 
her religious doubts began to torment be r conscience. 
And in her cowardly hesitation, wIikIi drives to 
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church the doubting, the sorrowful she went fur- 
tively one evening at twilight to the parsonage, and 
kneeling at the feet of the thin abbe, begged for 
absolution. 

He promised her a conditional pardon, as God 
could not pour down all His favors on a roof that 
sheltered a man like the baron. “You wnil soon feel 
the effects of the divine mercy,*' he declared. 

Two days later she did, indeed, receive a letter 
from her son, and in her discouragement and grief 
she looked upon this as the commenceiuenl of the 
consolation promised her by the abbe. The letter 
ran: 

**MY DEAR Do mol he untmv I a i» m fxm 

don, in d lu » tlj, in vcr\ pit it lutd t>f v W<* ’ ive 

not a sou Icit, .1110 we tlo n *t havi u\*hinL» 1 » t * niit 

The ont 1 \ ith nt and whom J I \t v> itii 1 ’ iiv 'it.ut 

has spent *11 that *iht* h u! so •»s ntt to Upvf ji't h t to Jijsmd 
fiaros and >011 thu I am hound in Imn 1 htr 

this sum in the tirst pi ice S I 1 li v 11 \ 01 SI ht kind 
enough to ulvance iiu hfteen thousand iru •{ 0*0 ds fir- 
tune, for I shill s( on bt oi age I his will ’'•t.lp me o Jt (f Vvi, 
serious diORcuItR^ 

“(jood b/ nv fUii mamm i 1 embrace you wCb d) 'n\ heul, 

and also grandfrfher and ^U1lt lasoii. 1 ooi ^ to c w i fan 

‘Youi on, 

“VICOMIK PAUL DL LtivIARF” 

He had wriUen to her! He had not ftirootlen hei 
then. She d’d not care anything about In s a.km,* 
for money! She would send him some long as 
he had none. What did money matte ri' He had 
written to her! And she ran, weeping If.r joy, to 
show this letter to the baron. Aunt I ison was called 
and read ovi r woid by word this pajicr th, t fold of 
him. lluy dncnssel eacli seiilenct 

Jeanne, jumping from the most compute despair 
to a kind of intoxication oi hope, took Paul's part 
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"He will come back, he will come back as he has 
written.” 

The baron, more calm, said: ""All the same he 
/eft us for that creature, so he must love her better 
than us, as he did not hesitate about it.” 

A sudden and frightful pang struck Jeanne’s heart, 
and immediately she was filled with haired of this 
woman who had stolen her son from her, an unap- 
peasable, savage hale, the hatred of a jealous mother. 
Until now all her thoughts had been given to Paul. 
She scarcely took into consideration that a girl had 
been the caa e of his vagaries. Rut the baron’s 
words had ‘suddenly brought before her this rival, 
had revealed her fatal power, and she felt that be- 
tween herself and this woman a struggle was about 
to begin, and she also felt that she would rather lose 
her son than share his affection with another. And 
all her joy was at an end. 

They sent him the fifteen thousand francs and 
heard nothing more from him for five months. 

Then a business man came to settle the details 
of Julien’s inheritance. Jeanne and the baron 
handed over the accounts without any discussion, 
even giving up the interest that should come to his 
mother When * came back to Paris he had a 
hundred and twenty thousand francs. He then 
wrote four letters in six months, giving his news in 
concise terms and ending i ’e letters with coldly 
affectionate expressions. *T an working,” he said; 
‘T have obtained a position on the stock exchange. 
[ hope to go and embrace you at ‘The Poplars’ 
some day, my dear parents.” 

lie did not mention his companion and this si- 
lence implied more than if he had filled four pages 
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with news of her. Jeanne, in these cold letters, felt 
this woman in ambush, the implacable, eternal enemy 
mothers, the courtesan. 

The three lonely beings discussed the best plan to 
follow in order to rescue Paul, but could decide on 
nothing. A \oyage to Pans? What good would 
it do? 

“Let his passion exhaust itself. He will come 
back then of his own accord,*’ said the baron. 

Some time pas^^ed without any further news. But 
one morning they were terrified at the icceipt of a 
despairing letter: 

"MY POOR MAMMA* I am lost Th^re is rothiug left 
for me to do but lo blow out mv brains unk^^ veu tome to 
my aid A sp# uUtj n that gave eveiy p-t utet *5ucces 
has fallen thn ugl ind I am tightv five ihou^-anfl dollars in 
debt I shall be dish nortd if I do not pay up tii nid- and it 
vill hencthith It impossillc for me to do an>ln)»ij I am 
lost. 1 tepcat ti it T wiuld rather blow out rri/ > iiins than 
undergo this disiri<». 1 slu uld base done so alri. id^ pr->b'ibl> 
but for the tnc urit»erntnt i>f a woman of wb I never speak 
to you, and who i»i my pro\idei*cc 
"I embiate you fr nii the bottom of my heart, my deu 
mamma— pel haps for the last time. Good by. 


A package of business papers accompanying the 
letter gave the detdih of the failure 

The baron answered by return mat! th\t they 
would fi)Ce \\ hat ( ould be done. Then he set oui for 
Havre to gtt cuhice and he mortgaged some property 
to raise the nione> which was sent to l^aiil 

The young nidn wrote three letters tuU of the 
most heartielt thanks and passionate aikdiun, say- 
ing he was coming home at once to see his dear 
parents. 

But he did not come. 

A whole year passed. Jeanne and the baron were 
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about to set out for Paris to try and make a last 
effort, when they received a line to say that he was 
in London again, setting an enterprise on foot in 
connection with steamboats under the name of 'Taul 
dc Lamare & Co.” He wrote : “This will give me an 
assured fortune, and perhaps great wealth, and I am 
risking nothing. You can see at once what a splen- 
did thing it is. When 1 see you again 1 shall have a 
fine positton in society. There is nothing but busi- 
ness these days to help you out of difficulties.” 

Three month , later the steamboat company failed 
and the manager was being sought for on account 
of certain irregularities in business methods. Jeanne 
had a nervous attack that lasted several hours and 
then she took to her bed. 

Ihe baron again went to Havre to make inquiries, 
saw some law>ers, some business men, some solici- 
tors and bailiffs and found that the liabilities of the 
De Lamare concern were two hundred and thirty-five 
thousand fiancs, and he once more mortgaged some 
property. The chateau of “The Poplars” and the 
two farms and all that went with them were mort- 
gaged for a large sum. 

One evening as he vas arranging the final details 
in the office of a business man, he fell over on the 
floor with a stroke of apoplexy. 

A man was sent on horseb.t'k to notify Jeanne, 
but when she arrived he was i*ead. 

She took his body back to “The Poplars,” so over- 
come that her grief was numbness rather than de- 
spair. 

Abbe Tolbiac refused to permit ^he body to be 
brought to the church, despite the distracted en- 
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treaties of the two women. The baron was interred 
at twilight without any religious ceremony. 

Paul learned of the event through one of the men 
who was settling up his affairs. He was still in hid- 
ing in England. He wrote to make excuses for not 
having conio home, saying that he had learned of his 
grandfather’s death too late. “However, now that 
you have hdped me out of my difficulties, my dear 
mamma, I shall go back to France and hope to em- 
brace you soon.” 

Jeanne was so crushed in spirit that she appeared 
not to understand anything. Toward the end of the 
winter Aunt who was now sixty-eight, had 

an attack of bronchitis that developed into pneu- 
monia, and she died quietly, murmuiing with her 
last breath: “Aly poor little Jeanne, I will ask God 
to take pitv on >nti.” 

Jeanne followed her to the grave, and a# the earth 
fell on her coffin she sank to the ground, wishing 
that <^he might die also, so as not to srffer, to think. 
A strong pea ant woman lifted her up and carried 
her away a\ if ‘?he had been a child. 

When she reached the chateau Jeanne, who had 
spent the last five nights at Aunt Lison’s bedside, 
allowed her'-elf to be put to bed without resistance 
by this unknown peasant woman, who handled her 
with gentleness and firmness, and she fell asleep 
from exhaustion, overcome with weariness and suf- 
fering. 

She awoke about the middle of the night. A night 
light was burning on the mantelpiece. A woman 
was asleep in her easy chair. Who was this woman ? 
She did not recognize her, and leaning over the edge 
of her bed, .she sought to examine her features by 
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the dim light of the wick floating in oil hi a tumbler 
of water. 

It seemed to her that she had seen this face. But 
when, but where ? The woman was sleeping peace- 
fully, her head to one side and her cap on the floor. 
She might be about forty or forty-five. She was 
stout, with a high color, squarely built and powerful. 
Her large hands hung down at either side of the 
chair. Her hair was turning gray. Jeanne looked 
at her fixedly, her mind in the disturbed condition of 
one awaking from a feverish sleep after a great 
sorrow. 

She had certainly seen this face ! Was it in for- 
mer days? Was it of late years? She could not tell, 
and the idea distressed her, upset her nerves. She 
rose noiselessly to take another look at the sleeping 
woman, walking over on tiptoe. It was the woman 
who had lifted her up in the cemetery and then put 
her to bed. She remembered this confusedly. 

But had she met her elsewhere at some other time 
of her life or did she only imagine she recognized 
her amid the contused recollections of the day be- 
fore ? And how did she come to be there in her room 
and why? 

The woman open ’ her eyes and, seeing Jeanne, 
she rose to her fret suddenly. They stood face to 
face, so close that they touched one another. The 
stranger said ciobsly: “Wha * aic you up? You 
will be ill, getting up at iliis li.ne of night. Go back 
to bed*” 

“Who arc you ?” asked Jeanne. 

But the woman, opening her arms, picked her up 
and earned her back to her bed with th*' strength of 
a man. And as she laid her down gently and drew 
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the covers over her, she leaned over close to Jeanne 
and, weeping as she did so, she kissed her passion- 
ately on the cheekb, her hair, her eyes, the tears 
falling on her face as she stammered out: “My poor 
mistress. Mam zelle Jeanne, my poor mistress, don't 
you recognize me?” 

f “Rosalie, my girl!” cried Jeanne, throwing her 
3(irms round her neck and hugging her as she kissed 
her, and they sobbed together, clasped in each other's 
arms. 

Rosalie was the first to regain her calmness. 
“Come,” she said, “you must be sensible and not 
catch cold.” And she covered her up warm and 
straightened the pillow under her former mistress' 
head. The latter continued to sob, trembling all 
over at the rt collections that were aivakencd in her 
mind. She finally inquired: “How did you come 
back, my poor girl.?” 

“Pardi * do you suppose I was going to leave you 
all alone like that, now?'' replied Rosalie. 

“Light a candle, so I may see you,” said Jeanne. 
And when the candle was brought to the bwiside they 
looked at each other for some time without speaking 
a word. I'hen Jeanne, holding out her hand to her 
former mairl, iiiurmiired: “I should not have recog- 
nized you, my girl, you have changed greatly ; did 
you know it ? Hut not as much as I have ” And 
Rosalie, looking at this white-haired woman, thin 
and faded, wlioin she had left a beautiful arucl fresh 
young woman, said: “That is true, you have 
changed, Madame Jeanne, and more than you should. 
But remember, however, that we have not seen each 
other for twenty five years.” 

They were silent, thinking over the past At 
178 



ITNE VIE 


length Jeanne said hesitatingly: "Have you bectt 
happy?” 

Rosalie, fearful of awakening certain painful sou- 
venirs, stammered out: “Why— yes — ^ycs — madame. 
T have nollnng much to complain of. I have been 
happier than you have — that is sure. There was 
only one thing that always weighed on my heart, 

and that wd> that I did not stay here ” And she 

stopped siuUenly, sorry she had referred to that 
uxnntentionally. But Jeanne replied gently: “How 
could yon hejp it, my gill? One cannot always do 
as they wnfi. You arc a widow now, also, are you 
not?” "flK n her voice trembled with emotion as she 
said: “Ha\t you other — other children?” 

“No, man line” 

"And he -your— your boy — ^what has become of 
him? Has he ♦urned out welP” 

“Yes, ho is a good boy and works in- 

dustriously He has been married for six months, 
and he can take my farm now, since I have come 
back to you ” 

Jeanne murmured in a tremblinof ice: "Then you 
will never l^avc me again, mv gitP” 

“No, indeed, tnada ic, i have arranged all that” 

Jeanne, in ‘pitc of her'^^lf, began to compare their 
lives, but Without any bittern -‘ss, for she was now 
resigned to the unjust cruellv of fate. .S!>e said* 
"And your hiibband, how did he treat 30U?” 

"Oh, ho w\'is a good man, madame, and not lazy; 
he knew law to make money. He died of con- 
sumption.” 

Then foanne, sitting up in bed, filled with a long- 
ing to know more, said * “Com<», tell me everything, 
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^ g^rl, all about your life. It will do me good 
just now." 

Rosalie, drawing up her chair, began to tell about 
herself, her home, her people, entering into those 
minute details dear to country people, describing her 
yard, laughing at some old recollection that re- 
minded her of good times she had had, and raising 
her voice by degrees like a farmer's wi fe accustomed 
to command. She ended by saying : “Oh, 1 am well 
off now. I don't have to worry." Then she be- 
came confused again, and said in a lower tone : “It 
is to you that I owe it, anyhow; and you know I 
do not want any wages. No, indeed • No, indeed ! 
And if you will not have it so, I will go.” 

Jeanne replied; “You do not mean that you are 
going to serve n>e for nothing?" 

“Oh, yes, indeed, madaine. Money* You give 
me money! Why, I have almost a-> nni^ as you 
Do you know what is kft to you will "il* vf>ur jum- 
ble of mortgages and borrowing, and inicrc‘^ls un- 
paid which arc mounting up every year? Do vou 
know? No, is it not so? Well, then, I ran prom- 
ise you that you have not even ten Ihnns.md francs 
income. Not ten thousand, do you undertitand? But 
I will settle all that for you, and very quickly.” 

She had begun talking loml again, carried away 
in her indignation at these interests lelt unpaid, at 
this threatening ruin. And as a faint, t^^nder smile 
passed over tl'c face of her mistress, she cried in a 
tone of annoyance: “Y'ou must not laugh, iiiadame, 
for without money we are nothing but bborers " 

Jeanne l(>ol hold of her haiuN and ItpL them in 
her own; then she said slowly, still lull of the idea 
that haunted her • “Oh, I have had no luck. Every- 
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thing has gone against me. Fate has a grudge 
against my life.” 

But Rosalie shook her head: ‘‘You must not say 
that, madamc. You married badly, that’s all. One 
should not marry like that, anyway, without know- 
ing anything about one’s intende<l.” 

And they wtnt on talking about themselves just as 
two old friends might have done. 

The sun rose while they were still talking. 



CHAPTER XII 


A NEW HOME 

In a week’s time Rosalie had taken absolute con- 
trol of everything and everyone in the chateau. 
Jeanne was quite resigned and obeyed passively. 
Weak and dragging her feU as she walVtvk as little 
mother had formcily done, she went out walking 
leaning on Rosalie’s arm, the lattt r lecturing her 
and consoling Irt ^^ith abrupt and tender words as 
they walked '^lowly along, treating her misUess as 
though she were a wck child. 

They alwa\s talked of bygone days, Jeanne with 
tears in her throat, and Ro.salie in the quiet tone of 
a phlegmatic peasant. The servant kept referring 
to the subi(ifrt of unpaid interests; and at la.st re- 
quested Jeanne to give her up all the business papers 
that Jeanne, in her ignorance of money uiatlors, was 
hiding from her, out of consitleratioii for her son. 

After that, for a week, Rosalie wont to hccanip 
every day to have matters explained to her by a 
lawyer whom she krn^w 

One evening, after having put her mistress to bed, 
she sat down by the bedside and said abruptly : “Now 
that you are sctllo»l quietly, inadanie, we will have 
a chat" And she told her exactly how matters 
stood. 

When everything wa.s settled, there would he 
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abotit seven thousand francs of income left, no 
more. 

“We cannvit help it, my girl,” said Jeanne. “I feel 
that I shall not make old bones, and there wiD be 
quite enough for me.” 

But Rosalie was annoyed: “For you, madame, it 
might be; but M. Paul — ^will you leave nothing for 
him ?” 

Jeanne shmldered. “I beg you not to mention him 
again. It hurts me too much to think about him.'* 

“But I wish to speak about him, because you see 
you are not brave, Madame Jeanne. He does fool- 
ish things. Well! what of it? He will not do so al- 
ways; and then he will marry and have children. 
He will need money to bring them up. Pay attention 
to me : you must sell ‘The Poplars.' ” 

Jeaniio sprang up in a sitting posture. “Sell ‘The 
Poplars’! Do you mean it? Oh, never, never!” 

But Rosalie was not disturbed. “I tell you that 
you will sell the place, madame, because it must be 
done.” And then she explained her calculations, her 
plans, her reasons. 

Once ihev had sold “The Poplars” and the two 
farms belonging to it to a buyer whom she had 
found, they would p four farms situated at St. 
T..eoiiard, which, free of all mortgage, would bring 
in an income of eight ihouc'ind three hundred 
francs. They would set asKjw thirteen hundred 
francs a year for jepairs and for the upkeep of the 
proper! v: there would then remain seven thousand 
francs, five thousnr<l of which would cover the an- 
nual expenditures and the other two thousand would 
be put away for a rainv dav. 

She added: “All the rest has been squandered; 
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there is an end of it. And then I am to keep the 
key, yon understand. As for M. Paul, he will have 
nothing left, nothing; he would take your last sou 
from you.” 

Jeanne, who was weeping silently, murmured: 

“But i f he has nothing to eat ?” 

“He can conic and eat with us if ho is hungry 
There will always be a bod and some st‘*w for him 
Do you beli "\ e ho would have acted .is ho has dune 
if you had nf‘t given him a sou in the phcc?'* 

“But ho was in debt, he would have been dis- 
graced.” 

“When you have nothing left, will that prevent 
him from making frosh debts? You have paid his 
debts, that is all right: but you will not pay any 
more; it is I who am telling you this. Now good- 
night, niadnmo,” 

And sh#* ]< ft tho'rooni. 

Jeanne did not sleep, she was so upset at the idea 
of selling “The Poplars,” of going awav. of leaving 
this house to \\liich all her life was linked. 

When Rpsalie came into the room nc\1 morning 
she said to lur: ‘My poor girk T never could make 
up my min<l to go away from here.” 

But the scrsaiit grew angry: “It will have to lx 
however, inadanx‘; the law^ver will soon ho hero with 
the man who wants to buy the chateau. Otherwise, 
in four years you wall not have a rap leH 

Jeanne was crushed, and repeated: “I could not 
do it; 1 never could.” 

An hour later the postman brought her a letter 
from Paul asking for ten thousand francs What 
should she do? At her wit's end, she consulted 
Rosalie, who threw up her hands, exclaiming: 
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•''What was I telling you, madame? Ah! You would 
have been in a nice fix, both of you, if I had not 
come back.” And Jeanne, bending to her servant's 
will, wrote as follows to the young man: 

“My Dfar Son : I can do nothing more for you. 
You have ruined me ; I am even obliged to sell ‘The 
Poplars.* But never forget that T shall always have 
a home whenever you want to seek shelter with 
your old mother, to whom you have caused much 
suffering. J eanne.” 

When the notary arrived with M. Jeoflfrin, a re- 
tired sugar refiner, she received them herself, and 
invited them tc look over the chateau. 

A month later, she signed a <lccd of sale, and albo 
bought herself a little cottage in the ncighborhoc^l 
of Godervilk, on the high road to Montiviliers, in 
the hamlet of Batteville. 

Then she \salkcd up and down all alone until eve- 
ning, in little mother’s avenue, with a sore heart 
and troubled mind, bidding distracted and sobbing 
farewell, to the landscape, the trees, the rustic 
bench under the plane tree, to all those things she 
knew so well and that ‘"eenied to have become part 
of her vision and her soul, the grove, the mound 
ovcrlookinjr the plain, where she had so often sat, 
and from where she had seen t’le Cornte do Four- 
ville running toward the ^oa r i that terrible day 
of Julion’s death, to an old elm ^\hose upper 
brandies were n.isMng, against which she had often 
leaned, and to all thi.s familiar garden spot. 

Rosalie came out and took her by the arm to 
make her come into the house. 
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young peasant of twenty-6ve was waiting 
outside the door. He greeted her in a friendly 
manner as if he had known her lor some time: 
*‘Good-morning, Madame Jeanne. I hope you are 
well. Mother told me to come and help you move. 
I would like to know what you are going to take 
away, seeing that I shall do it from time to time so 
as not to interfere with my farm work.” 

It was her maid’s son, Julien's son, Paul’s brother. 

She felt as if her heart stopped beating; and yet 
she would have liked to embrace this young fellow. 

She looked at him, trying to find some resem- 
blance to her husband or to her son. He was ruddy, 
vigorous, willi fair hair and his mother’s blue eyes. 
And yet he looked like Julien In what way ? How? 
She could not have told, but there was something 
like him in the whole makeup of his face. 

The young man resumed. *‘lf you could show me 
at once, I sIh-uIcI be much obliged.” 

But she had not yet decided what she was going 
to take with her, as her new home was very small; 
and she begged him to come back again at the end 
of the w'eek 

She was now entirely occupied with getting ready 
to move, which brought a little variety into her very 
dreary and hojieless life. She went from room to 
room, picking out the furniture which recalled epi- 
sodes in hit life, old friends, as it were, who have 
a share in our lite and almost of our being, whom 
w’c have known since childhood, and to which are 
linked our happy or sad recollections, dates in our 
history ; silent companions of our sad or sombre 
hours, who have grown old and become worn at our 
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sfd^ their covers torn in places, their joints ahalqr* 
their color faded. 

She selected them, one by one, sometimes hcsi-» 
taling and troubled, as if she were taking some im- 
portant step, changing her mind every instant, 
weighing the merits of two easy chairs or of some 
old writing-desk and an old work table. 

She opened the drawers, sought to recall things; 
then, when she had said to herself, “Ves, I will take 
this,'’ the article was taken down into the 
room. 

She wished lo keep all the furniture of her roonit 
her bed, her tapestries, her clock, everything. 

She took away some of the parlor chairs, those 
that she had loved as a little child; the fox and the 
stork, the fox and the crow, the ant and the grass- 
hopper, and the melancholy heron. 

Then, while wandering about in all the comers 
of this dwelling she was going to forsake, she went 
one day up into the loft, where she was filled with 
amazement ; it was a chaos of articles of every kind, 
some broken, otheis tarnished only, others taken up 
there for no special reason probably, except that they 
were tired of them or that they had been replaced by 
others. She saw ni* beiless knxk-knacks that she 
remembered, and tint had disappeared suddenly, 
trifles that she liad handled, those old little insig- 
nificant articles that she had Sx .m ever> day without 
noticing, but whuh now, discovered in this loft, as- 
sumed an impoitance as of forgotten relics, of 
friends that she had found again. 

She went from one to the other of them with a 
little pang, saying: “Why, it was I who broke that 
china cup a few evenings before my wedding. Ah! 
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thefe h mother’s little lantern and a cane that little 
lather broke in trying to open the gate when the 
wood was swollen with the rain.” 

There were also a number of things that she did 
•ot remember that had belonged to her grandpar- 
ents or to their parents, dusty things that appeared 
to be exiled in a period that is not their own, and 
that looked sad at their abandonment, and whose his- 
tory, whose experiences no one knows, for they 
•ever saw those who chose them, bought them, 
owned them, and loved them ; never knew the hands 
that had touched them familiarly, and the eyes that 
looked at them with delight 

Jeanne examined carefully three-legged chairs to 
sec if they recalled any memories, a copper warming 
pan, a damaged foot stove that she thought she re- 
m^btred, and a number of housekeeping utensils 
tinfit for use. 

She then put together all the things she wished to 
take, and going downstairs, sent Kosalie up to get 
them. The strvpnt inthgnaiitly refused to bring 
down '‘that rubbish.” But Jeanne, who had not much 
will left, held her own this time, and had to be 
obeyed. 

One morning the young farmer, Julien’s son, 
Denis I ecoq, came with his wagon for the first 
load, went back with him m order to super- 

intend thf' ’Ui1(»ading and placing of furniture v/here 
it was tv' '•Lmd. 

Ro.aifi iU’d come back and was waiting for 
Jeaniu, who hail been out on the cliff. She was 
enchiiiU-»i I h the new hou-e, declaring it was 
much mo-t than this old box of a building, 

which was not even on the ^^idc of the road. 
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Jeanne wept all the evening. 

Ever since they heard that the ch'iteau wa» aoM, 
the farnjers were not more civil to her than neces- 
sary, callins;^ her among themselves “the craxy 
woman, “ without knowing exactly why, but doubt- 
less because they guessed with their rninial instinct 
at her mt rhid and increasing seniimciitalily, at all 
the disturbance of her poor mind that had undergone 
so much sorrow. 

The night before they left she chanced to go into 
the stabh\ A growl made her start It was Mas- 
sacre, wlium she bad hardly thought of foi months. 
Blind and paiaJy/ed, having reached a great age 
for an animal, he existed in a straw bed, taken care 
of by Ijtdiviiie, who never for^^ot lu u. She took 
him in her aims, kissed him, and carried him into 
the house. A*- big as a barrel, he could scarcely 
carry him^df along on bis stiff Ices, and he berkod 
like the woofl(‘n dogs that one gives t> children. 

The day of departure finally came. Jeanne had 
slept in Julion’s old room, as hers was dismantled. 
She got up exhausted and short of breath as iF she 
had been rnmiing. The carria<’e c<'r,tciin*ng the. 
trunks and. the rcol of the uiTnituie w'ds in ine yard 
rcad> to £lait. Ao. thoi ♦wo- .vheel^d v( hide was 
to take leanne and the servant. Old Simon and 
Ludivine wer- to slay until tlie anival ( ^ a new 
proprietor, and then to "O to >Pie c f their iebition.s, 
Jeanne hnviii«> intwided a little iimme them 
They !kuI ab'-) srs\od uo .some moni'y. and being now 
very old and garrulous, th'^y w'eie not of much use 
in the house. Manus h.ad long si-e * married and 
left. 

About eight o'clock it bepnn to rain, a fine icy 
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nm* driTen by a light breeze. On the kitchen table 
some cups of cafe au lait were steaming. Jeanne sat 
^wn and sipped hers, then rising, she said, *'Come 
along.” 

She put on her hat and shawl, and while Rosalie 
was putting on her overshoes, she said in a choking 
voice; "Do you remember, my girl, how it rained 
when we left Rouen to come here?” 

As she said this, she put her two hands to her 
breast and fell over on her back, unconscious. She 
remained thus over an hour, apparently dead. The* 
she opened her eyes and was seized with convul- 
sions accompanied by floods of tears. 

When she was a little calmer she was so weak 
lliat she could not stand up, and Rosalie, fearing an- 
other attack if they delayed their departure, went to 
look for her son. They look her up and carried her 
to the carriage, placed her on the woodeit bench 
•overed with leather ; and the old servant got in be- 
side her, wrapped her up with a big cloak, and 
bolding an umbrella over her head, cried* “Quick, 
Denis, let us be off.” The young man climbed up 
beside his mother and whipped up the horse, whose 
jerky pace made the two women bounce about vig- 
orously. 

As they turned the corner to enter the village, 
they saw some one stalking along the road; it was 
Abbe Tolbiac, who seemed to be watching for them 
to go by. He stopped to let the carriage pass. He 
was holding up his cassock with one hand, to keep 
ft out of the mud, and his thin legs, encased in black 
stockings, ended in a pair of enormous muddy 
shoes. 

Jeune lowered her eyes so as aot to meet his 
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glance, and Rosalie, who had heard all ahont hkm, 
flew into a rage. ^‘Peasant! Peasant!” she mur- 
mured; and then seizing her son’s hand: '^Gire him 
a good slash with the whip.” 

But the young man, just as they were passing the 
priest, made the wheel of the wagon, which was go- 
ing at full speed, sink into a rut, splashing the abbe 
with mud from head to foot. 

Rosalie was delighted and turned round to shake 
her fist at him, while the priest was wiping off the 
snud with his big handkerchief. 

All at once Jeanne exclaimed: “We have forgot- 
ten Massacre I” They stopped, and, getting down, 
Denis ran to fetch the dog, while Rosalie held the 
reins. He presently reappeared, carrying in his 
arms the shapeless and crippled animal, which he 
placed at the feet of the two women. 



CHAPTER XIII 


JEANNE IN PARIS 

Two hours later the carriage stopped at a little 
brick house built in the middle of a lot planted with 
pear trees at the side of the high road. 

Four trellisod arbors covered with honeysuckle 
and clematis formed the four corners of the garden, 
which was divluicd inlo little beds of vegetables sep- 
arated by narrow paths bordered with fruit trees. 

A very high box hedge enclosed the whole prop- 
erty, which was separated by a field from the neigh- 
boring farm. There was a blacksmith's shop about 
a hundred feet further along the road. Thei e were 
no other houses within three-quarters of a mile. 

The house comnjanded a view of the level dis- 
trict of Catix, covered with farms surrounded br 
their four double rows of tall trees which enclosed 
the courtyard planted with apple trees. 

As soon as they reached the house, Jeanne wanted 
to rest; but Iv^sahe would not allow her to do so 
for fear slie would begin tu think of the i)ast. 

The carpeiuer from Godervillc was there, and 
they began at onct; to place the furniture that had 
iheady arrived while waiting for the last load. 
This required a go<jd deal of tI»oiighl and planning. 

At the end of an hour the wagon appealed at the 
gtle ifld had to be unloaded in the rain. When night 
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fell the hoiist was in utter disorder, with thing! 
piled up anyhow. Jeanne, tired out, fell a:*U:ep as 
soon as she j>nt into bed. 

She had no time to mourn for some days, as there 
was so much to he done. She even took a certain 
pleasure in iiiakin^ her new house look pretty, the 
thought that lier son would come back there haunt- 
ing her continually. The tapestries from her old 
room were hung in the dining-room, which also had 
to serve as a parlor; and she took special pains with 
one of the tvAO rooms on the first flour, which she 
thought of as *‘Poulct's room.” 

She kept the other room herself, Rosalie sleeping 
above, nevt to the loft. The little house, burnished 
with care, was very pretty, and Jeamie was happj 
there at fifst, allliough she seemed to lack something, 
but she did lU't know what 

One iiioinitig the lawyer’s clerk from Fecamp 
brought her tliroe thousand six hundred, trancs, the 
price of the furniture left at ‘‘The Poplars,” and 
valued by an upholsterer. She had a little ihrill of 
pleasure at recoiviiiH this money, au^l as ''oon as 
the man had c'one, she ran to put f>n Inr hat, so 
as to get to t^oderydle as quickly as possible to .send 
Paul this unexpcctu sum. 

But as she was hurrying along the ^ligh road she 
met Rosalie r(*niiiig from market The ■servant sus- 
pected something, without a: once giU'-MUg the 
facts; and when she discovered them, lor Jeanne 
could hide nothing from her, she placed her basket 
on the ground that she might get aogty with mor« 
comfort 

She began to scold with her fi.«'ts on her hips; 
then taking hold of her mistress with her right am 
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aad taking her basket in her left, and still fuming; 
she continued on her way to the house. 

As soon as they were in the house the servant 
asked to have the money handed over to her. Jeanne 
gave all but six hundred francs, which she held 
back; but Rosalie soon saw through her tricks, and 
she was obliged to hand it all over. However, she 
consented to her sending this amount to the young 
man. 

A few days later he wrote: "You have rendered 
me a great service, my dear mother, for we were in 
the greatest distress.*' 

Jeanne, however, could not get accustomed to 
Batteville. It seemed to her as if she could not 
breathe as she did formerly, that she was more 
lonely, more deserted, more lost than ever. She 
went out for a walk, got as far as the hamlet of 
Verneuil, came hack by the Trois-Mares, canft^ home, 
then suddenly wanted to start out airain, if she 
had forgotten to go to the very place she intended. 

And every day she did the same thing without 
knowing why. But one evening a thought came to 
her unconsciously w^hich revealed to her the secret 
of her rcstles‘'ne«s. She said as she was sitting 
down to dinner: “Oh, how I hmg to see the sea !*’ 

Thai was wdiat ‘^he had missed so greatly, the sea, 
her big neighbor for twenty-five years, the sea wdth 
its salt air, its rages, its scolding voice, its strong 
breezes, the sea wdiich she sought from her window 
at "The Poplars** every morning, whose air she 
breathed day and night, the sea which she felt close 
to her, w'hich she had taken to loving unconsciously 
as she would a person. 

Winter was approaching, and Jeanne felt herself 
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overcome by an unconquerable discouragement It 
was not one of those acute griefs which seemed to 
wring the heart, but a dreary, mournful sadness. 

Nothing roused her. No one paid any attention 
to her. The high road before her door stretched 
to right and left with hardly any passersby. Occa- 
sionally a dogcart passed rapidly, driven by a red- 
faced man, with his blouse puffed out by the wind, 
making a sort of blue balloon; sometimes a slow- 
moving wagon, or else two peasants, a man and a 
woman, who came near, passed by, and disappeared 
in the distam e. 

As soon as the grass began to grow again, a young 
girl in a short skirt passed by the gate .-very morn- 
ing with two thin cows who browsed a^ong the side 
of the road. She came back every evening with the 
same sleepy face, making a step every ten minutes 
as she walked behind the animals. 

Jeanne dreamed every night that she was still at 
*The Poplars.” She seemed to be there with father 
and little mother, and sometimes even with Aunt 
Lison. She did over again things forgotten and 
done with, thought she was supporting Madame 
Adelaide in her walk along the avenue. And each 
awakening was alt' “ided with tears. 

She thought continually of Paul, wondering what 
he was doing — how he was — whether he sometimes 
thought of her. As she wa*kecl slowly in the by- 
roads between the farms, she thought over all the^e 
things which tormented her, but above all else, she 
cherished an intense jealousy of the woman who 
had stolen her son from her. It was this hatred 
alone which prevented her from takmg any steps, 
from going to look for him, to see him. It seemed 
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to her that she saw that woman standing on the 
doorsih asking ; “What do you want here, madame 
Her motne/'s pride levolted at the possibility of suck 
a meeting. And her haughty pride of a good woman 
whose character is blameless made her all the more 
indignant at tne cowardice of a man subjugated by 
an unworthy passicu. ' 

When autumn rerotned with its long rains, its 
gray sky, its dark clouds, such a weariness of this 
kind of life came over her that she determined to 
make a great effort to get hci Poulct back ; he must 
have got over his infatuation t»y this time. 

She wrote him an imploring It-itcr; 


“MY DKAR CHILD 1 am going to entreat yon to come 
back to me. Remember that I am old >nd delicate, all alone 
the whole year luund except for a berv«nt maid 1 am now 
living in a liitle hnu->e on the mam road. It is very lonely, 
but if you were here all would be different for me I have 
only you in the world, and 1 have not "^een you 4or seven 
years! ^ou my life, my dteam, mv only hope, my one 

love, and you tailed me, you deseited me I 
“Oh, come ba* k, my little Poulet -come and embrace me. 
Come back to vuur old mother, who holds out her despairing 
arms towai-ds you. 

•‘JEANNE.’* 


He replied a few days later: 


“MY LFAR MOTHER: I would ask nothing better than to 
go and see you but f have not a penny. Send me some money 
and I will come. I wanted, in any case, to stt you t«) talk to 
you about a plan that would make it possible for me to do 
as v(m U'-k 

“The dis/iiUrcsttilness and lo«^e of the one who has been 
my tompani' n in tht dark days through winch T have passed 

can nfver be loi }j’*^*tleTi by me It is not possible for me to 

remam anv longer 'Mthont publicly rccogni/mg her love and 
her faithful dt.v(»tion Sht has very pleasing manneis. which 
you w<«md jijpn ciate ‘^he i'- also edin ated and rt ads a good 
deal In vf u cannot under land v hat shi has been lo me. 

I should oe a brute if T did not show her in\ gralitiide ^ I am 

going, thMtbr-*, to ask \ au to give me your pei mission to 
marry bci u will forp'ive all my follies and we will all live 
N>gcthcr in ycur new hou^e. 
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* If you knew her you would at once give your eonaeBt. 7 
•an assure you that she is perfect and very dislingud. Yob 
will love her, 1 am sure. As for me, I could not live without 
^r. 

**I shall expect your reply with impatience, my dear mother, 
and we both embrace you with all our heart. 

“Your son, 

“VICOMTE PAUL DE ILAMARR." 

Jeanne was crushed. She remained motionless, 
the letter on her lap, seeing throuj^h the cunning of 
this girl who had had such a hold on her son for 
so long, and had not let him come to see her once, 
biding her time until the despairing old mother 
could no longer resist the desire to clasp her son in 
her anas, and would weaken and grant all they 
asked. 

And grief at Paul's persistent preference for this 
creature wriin« her heart. She ^^aid: “lie does not 
love me. He docs not love me." 

Rosalie iiist then entered the room. Jeanne fal- 
tered* “lie wants to marry her now." 

The maid was startled. “Oh, madame, you will 
not allow that. M. Paul must not pick up that rub- 
bish." 

And Jeanne, overcome with emotion, but indig- 
nant, replied * “Never that, my girl. And as he will 
not come here, I an going to see him, myself, and 
we shall see which of us will carry the day." 

She wrote at once to Paul o prepare him for her 
visit, and to arrange to meet him elsewhere than 
in the house inhabited by that baggage. 

While awaiting a reply she made hci preparations 
for departure. Rosalie began to pack her mistress' 
clothes in an old trunk, but as she was folding a 
dress, one of those she had worn in the country, 
she exclaimed: “Why, you have nothing to pul on 
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your back* I will not allow you to go like that. You 
would be a disgrace to everyone ; and the Parisian 
ladies would take you for a servant.” 

Jeanne let her have her own way, and the two 
women went together to Goderville to choose some 
material, which was given a dressmaker in the vil- 
lage. Then they went to the lawyer, M. Roussel, 
who spent a fortnight in the capital every year, in 
order to get some information; for Jeanne had 
not been in Paris for twenty-eight years. 

He gave them lots of advice on how to avoid be- 
ing run over, on methods of protecting yourself from 
thieves, advising her to sew her money up inside the 
lining of her coat, and to keep in her pocket only 
what she absolutely needed. He spoke at length 
about moderate priced restaurants, and mentioned 
two or three patronized by women, and told them 
that they might mention his name at the Hotel 
Normandie. 

Jeanne had never yet seen the railroad, though 
trains had been running between Paris and Havre 
for six years, and were revolutionizing the whole 
country. 

She received no answer from Paul, although she 
waited a week, then two weeks, going every morn- 
ing to meet the postman, asking him hesitatingly: 
*Ts there anything for me, Pere Malandain?” And 
the man always replied in his hoarse voice: “Noth- 
ing again, my good lady.” 

It certainly must be this woman who was keeping 
Paul from writing. 

Jeanne, therefore, determined to set out at once. 
She wanted to take Rosalie with her, but the maid 
refused for fear of increasing the expense of the 
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journey. She did not allow her mistress to take 
more than three hundred francs, saying: '"If you 
meed more you can write to me and 1 will go to the 
lawyer and ask him to send it to you. If I give 
you any more, M. Paul will put it in his pocket" 

One December morning Denis Lecoq came for 
them in his light wagon and took them to the sta- 
tion. Jeanne wept as she kissed Rosalie good-by, 
and got into the train. Rosalie was also affected 
and said : “Good-by, madame, bon voyage, and come 
back soon !” 

“Good-by, my girl.” 

A w hi '.tic and the train was off, beginning slowly 
and gradually going with a speed that terrified 
Jeanne. In her compartment there were two gen- 
tlemen leaning back in the two corners of the car- 
riage. 

She looked at the country as they swept past, the 
trees, the farms, the villages, feeling herself carriea 
into a new life, into a new world that was no longer 
the life of her tranquil youth and of her present 
monotonous existence. 

She reached Paris that evening. A commission- 
aire took her trunu anicl she followed him in great 
fear, jo.^tlcd by the crowd and not knowing how to 
make her way amid this mas*? of moving humanity, 
almost running to keep up with the man for fear o£ 
losing sight of him. 

On reaching the hotel she said at the desk: “I was 
recommended here by M. Roussel.” 

The proprietress, an immense woman with 
serious face, who was seated at the desk, inquired* 

“Who is he — M. Roussel?” 
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Jeanne replied in amazement : "'Why, he is the law- 
yer at Goderville, who stops here every year.” 

"That’s very possible,” said the big woman, “but 
I do not know him. Do you wish a room?” 

“Yes, niadame.” 

A boy took her satchel and led the way upstairs. 
She felt a pang at her heart. Sitting down at a lit- 
tle table she sent for some luncheon, as she had 
eaten nothing since daybreak. As she ate, she was 
thinking sadly of a thousand things, recillmg her 
stay here on the return from her wedding journey, 
and the fiist indication of Julien’s character be- 
trayed while they were m Pans But she was 
young then, and confident and brave. Now she felt 
old, cnibdria»^‘«-cd, even timid, weak and disturbed at 
trifles When she had finished her luncheon she 
went ovei to the window and looked down on the 
street filhd with people. She wislud to go*but, but 
was at raid to do so. She would surely get lost. 
She went to b' d. but the noise, the feeling of being 
in a stian^e city, kejit her awake. About two 
o’clock in tlK!^ morning, |ust as she was do/ing off, 
she heard a woman scream in an adjoining room; 
she '^at up in bed and then sbe thought she heard 
a man laueh As daylight dawned the thought of 
Paul came to her, and she *lressed herself before it 
was light. 

Paul lived in the Rue du Sauvage, in the old tows. 
She wanted to go there on foot so as to carry out 
Rosalie’s economical advice. The weather was de 
light fill, the all cold enough to make her j.kin tingle. 
People werr* hurrying along the sidewalks. She 
walked as fa^t as she could, accorduig ^o directions 
given her, along a street, at the end of which she 
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was to turn to the right and then to the left, when 
slie would come to a square where she must make 
fresh inquiries. She did not find the square, and 
went into a baker’s to ask her way, and he directed 
her differently. She started off again, went astray, 
inquired her way again, and finally got lost com- 
pletely. 

Half crazy, she now walked at random. She had 
made up her mind to call a cab, when she caught 
sight of the Seine. She then walked along the 
quays. 

After about an hour she found the Rue Sauvage, 
a sort of <lark alley. She stopped at a door, so over- 
come that she could not move. 

He was there, in that house —Poulct. 

She felt her knees and hands trembling; but at 
last she entered the door, and walking along a pas- 
sage, saw the janitor's quarters. She said, as she 
held nut a piece of money* “Would you go up and 
tell M. Paul fie T amare that an old Indy, a friend of 
his mother’s, is downstairs, and wishes to sec him?” 

“He df'Jcs not live here any longer, madame,” re- 
plied the iani*or, 

A shudder went over her. She faltered: 

“Oh » Where — where is he living now?” 

“I do not know.” 

She grew (H/zy as though she were about to fall 
over, and stood tliere for some moments without be- 
ing able to speak. At length, with a great effort, 
she collected her senses and murmured: 

“How long is it since he left^” 

“About two weeks ago. They v/ent off like that, 
ene evening, and never came back. They were in 
debt everywhere in the neighborhood, so you can un- 
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derstand that they did not care to leave their ad- 
dress/' 

Jeanne saw lights before her eyes, flashes of 
flame, as though a gun had been fired off in front of 
her eyes. But she had one fixed idea in her mind, 
and that sustained her, and kept her outwardly calm 
and rational. She wished to find Poulet and know 
all about him. 

“Then he said nothing when he was going away?*' 

“Nothing at all ; they ran off to escape their debts, 
that’s all." 

“But he surely sends someone to get his mail.” 

“More frequently than I send it. He never got 
more than ten letters a year. I took one up to them, 
however, two days before they left.” 

That was probably her letter. She said abruptly: 
“Listen! I am his mother, his own mother, and I 
kave come to look for him. Here are ten francs for 
you. If you can get any news or anv particulars 
about him, come and see me at the Hotel Normandie, 
Rue du Havre, and I will pav you well,” 

“You may count on me, madame,” he replied. 

She left hini and began to walk away without car- 
ing whither she went. She hurried along as though 
she were on some important bu'iiness. knocking up 
against people with packages, crossing the streets 
without paying attention to the approaching vehicles, 
and being sworn at by the drivers, stumbling on the 
curb of the .sidewalk, and tearing along straight 
ahead in utter despair. 

All at once she found herself in a garden, and was 
90 tired that she sat down on a bench to rest. She 
stayed there some time apparently, weeping without 
being conscious of it, for passersby stopped to look 
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at her. Then she felt very cold, and rose to go om 
her way; but her legs would scarcely carry her, she 
was so weak and distressed. 

She wanted to go into a restaurant and get a 
cup of bouillon, but a sort of shame, of fear, of 
modesty at her grief being observed held her back. 
She would pause at the door, look in, see all the peo- 
ple sitting at table eating, and would turn away, 
saying: “J will go into the next one.’* Bui she had 
not the courage. 

Finally she went into a bakery and bought a cres- 
cent and ate it as she walked along. She was very 
thirsty, hut did not know where to go to get some- 
thing to drink, so did without it. 

Presently she found herself in another garden sur- 
rounded by arcai'les. She recognired the Palait 
Royal. Being tired and warm, she sat down here for 
an hour or two. 

A crowd of people came in, a well-trfcsscd crow4 
chatting, smiling, bowing to each other, that happj 
crowd of bcautitnl women and wealthy men who livf 
only for dress and amusement. Jeanne fell bewil- 
dered in the midst of this brilliant assemblage, and 
got up to make her escape. But suddenly the 
thought came to her that she might meet Paul io 
this place; and she began to wander about, looking 
into the faces, going and coming incessantly with 
her quick step from one end of the garden to the 
other. 

People turned round to look at her, others laughed 
as they pointed her out. She noticed it and fled, 
thinking that they were doubtless amused at her ajK- 
pearance and at her dress of green plaid, selected by 
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Rosafie, and made according to her ideas by the 
dressmaker at Goderville. 

She no longer dared even to ask her way of pass- 
ersby, but at last she ventured to do so and found 
her way back to the hotel. 

The following day she went to the police depart- 
ment to ask them to look for her child. They could 
promise her nothing, but said they would do all they 
could. She w’anidered about the streets hoping Inat 
she might come across him. And she felt more alone 
in this bustling crowd, more lost, more wretched 
than in the lonely country. 

That evening when she came back to the hotel 
she was informed that a man had come to see her 
from M. Paul, and that he would come back again 
the following day. Her heart began to beat vio- 
lently and she never closed her eyes that nigflt. If 
it should be he ! Yes, it assuredly was, although she 
would not have recognized him from the description 
they gave her. 

About nine o'clock the following morning there 
was a knock at the door. She cried: “Come in!” 
ready to throw herself into certain cut'- tr etched 
arms. But an unknown person appccited, and while 
he excused himself for disturbing her, anil explained 
his business, which was to collect a debr ot Paul’s, 
she felt the tears beginning to overflow, and wiped 
them away with her finger before they fell on her 
cheeks. 

He had learned of her arrival through the janitor 
of the Rue Sauvage, and as he could not find the 
young man, he had come to see his mother. He 
handed her a paper, which she took without kjiowing 
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what she was doing and read the figure»-*^iiiiel|r 
francs — which she paid without a word. 

She did not go out that day. 

The next day other creditors came. She gaye 
them all that she had left except twenty francs and 
then wrote to Rosalie to explain matters to her. 

She passed her days wandering about, waiting for 
Rosalie’s answer, not knowing what to do, how to 
kill the melancholy, interminable hours, having no 
one to whom she could say an affectionate word, no 
one who knew her sorrow. She now longed to re- 
turn home to her little house at the side of the lonely 
high road. A few days before she thought she could 
not live lhcr<% she was so overcome with grief, and 
now she felt that she could never live anywhere else 
but there where her serious character had beet 
formed. 

One evening tlie letter at last came, enclosing tw# 
hundred francs, Rosalie wrote • 

“MADAMF JEANNE* Tome back at oner, for I aluJl not 
send you rnv' rruue As for M Paul, it is 1 who will go aad 
get him vhvH we know where he is. 

**Wilh respect, your servant, 

“ROSALIE:* 

Jeanne set out ioi Batteville one very cold, siaow|r 
morning. 


JOS 



CHAPTER XIV 


LIGHT AT EVENTIDE 

Jeanne never went out now, never stirred about 
JWie rose at the same hour every day, looked out at 
the weather and then went downstairs and sat before 
the parlor fire. 

She would remain for days motionless, gazing into 
the fire, thinking; of nothing in particular. It would 
grow dark before she stirred, except to put a fresfc 
log on the fire. Kosalie would then bring in tl^ lamp 
and exclaim: “Come, Madame Jeanne, >ou must stir 
about or you will have no appetite again this eve- 
*ing.” 

She lived over the past, haunted by memories of 
her early life and her wedding journey down yonder 
in Corsica. Forgotten landscapes in that isle now 
rose before hci in the blaze of the fire, and she re- 
called all the 1:1 tie details, all the little incidents, the 
faces she had fcen down there. The head of the 
guide, Jean Kavoli, haunted her, and she sometime* 
seemed to hear his voice. 

Then she remembered the sweet years of Paul's 
childhood, when they planted salad together and 
when she knelt in the thick gras«; beside Aunt Lison, 
each trying what they could do to please tlie child, 
and her lips murmured: “Poulet, my little Poulet,” 
as though she were talking to him. Stopping at this 
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word, she would try to trace it, letter by letter, 
space, sometimes for hours at a time, until she be* 
came confused and mixed up the letters and formed 
other words, and she became so nervous that she wm 
almost crary. 

She had all the peculiarities of those who live • 
solitary life. The least thing out of its usual place 
irritated her. 

Rosalie often obliged her to walk and took her <m 
the high road, but at the end of twenty minutes she 
declared she could not take another step and sat 
down on the side of the road. 

She soon became averse to all movement atiS 
stayed in bed as late as possible. Since her child* 
hood she had retained one custom, that of rising the 
instant she had drunk her cafe au lait in the morning. 
But now she would lie down again and begin to 
dream, and as she was daily growing more lazy; 
Rosalie would come and oblige her to get up azid 
almost force her to get dressed. 

She seemed no longer to have any will power, an| 
each time the maid asked her a question or wanted 
her advice or opinion she would say: “Do as you 
think best, my giiK' 

She imagined herself pursued by some persistent 
ill luck and was like an oriental fatalist, and having 
seen her dreams all fade away and her hopea 
crushed, she would sometime's hesitate a whole day 
or longer before undertaking the simplest thing, for 
fear she might be on the wrong road and it would 
turn out badly. She kept repeating: “Talk of bad 
luck — I have never had any luck in life.” 

Then Rosalie would say : “What would you do U 
had to work for your living, if you were obliged 
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lb fct «p every morning at six o'clock to go out to 
your work? Many people have to do that, never- 
tfieless, and when they grow too old they die of 
want." 

Jeanne replied : "Remember that I am all alone ; 
that my son has deserted me." And Rosalie would 
get very angry : “That's another thing ! Well, how 
about the sons who are drafted into the army and 
those who go to America?” 

America to her was an undefined country, where 
one went to make a fortune and whence one never 
returned. She continued: "There always comes a 
time when people have to part, for old people and 
jyoung people are not made to live together,” And 
•he added fiercely : "Well, what would you say if he 
were dead?” 

Jeanne had nothing more to say. ^ 

One day in spring she had gone up to the loft to 
look for som.e thing and by chance opened a box con- 
taining old calendars which had been preserved 
after the manner of some country folks. 

She took them up and carried them downstairs. 
They were of all sizes, and she laid them out on the 
table in the parlor in regular order. Suddenly she 
•pied the earliest, the one she had brought with her 
to “The Poplars.” She gazed at it for some time, at 
the days crossed off by her the morning she left 
Rouen, the day after she left the convent, and she 
wept slow, sorrowful tears, the tears of an old 
woman at sight of her wretched life spread out be- 
Jore her on this table. 

One morning the maid came into her rcK)m earlier 
than usual, and placing the bowl of cafe au liit on 
the little stand beside her bed, she said: “G)me, 
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drink it qusckly. Denis is waiting for us at the door. 
We are going to ‘The Poplars/ for I have some- 
thing to attend to down there/' 

Jeanne dressed herself with trembling hands, al- 
most fainting at the thought of seeing her dear home 
once more. 

The sky was cloudless and the nag, who was in- 
clined to be frisky, would suddenly start off at a 
gallop every now and then. As they entered the 
fommune of fitouvent Jeanne's heart beat so that 
she could hardly breathe. 

They unharnessed the horse at the Couillard place^ 
and while Rosalie and her son were attending to 
their own atlairs, the farmer and his wife offered 
to let Jeanne go over the chateau, as the proprietor 
was away and they had the keys. 

She went off alone, and when she reached the side 
of the chill cau from which there was a view of the 
sea she turned round tc look. Nothing had changed 
on the outside. When she turned the heavy lock and 
w'ent inside the first thing she did was to go up to 
her old room, which she did not recognize, as it had 
been newly papered and furnished. But the view 
from the window was the same, and she stood and 
gazed out at the landscape she had so loved. 

She then wandeicd all over the house, walking 
quietly all alone in this silent ibode as though it were 
a cemetery. All her life was buried here. She went 
down to the dr i wing-room, which war dark with its 
closed shutters. As her eyes became accustomed to 
the dim light she recognized some of the old hang- 
ings. Two easy cliairs were drawn up before the 
fire, as if some one bad just left them, and as Jeanne 
stood there, full oi old memories, she suddenly 
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seemed to see her father and mother sitting there^ 
warming their feet at the fire. 

She started back in terror and knocked up against 
the edge of the door, against which she leaned to 
support herself, still staring at the armchairs. 

The vision had vanished. 

She remained bewildered tor some minutes. Then 
she slowly recovered her composure and started to 
run away, for fear she might become insane. She 
chanced to look at the door against which she had 
been leaning and saw there “Poulet's ladder.” 

All the little notches were there showing the age 
and growth of her child. Here was the baron’s 
writing, then hers, a little smaller, and then Aunt 
Lison’s rather shaky characters. And she seemed to 
see her boy of long ago with his fair hair standing 
before hci, leaning his little forehead against the 
door while they ineasuied his height. 

And she kisved the edge of the door in a frwizy of 
affection. 

But some one was calling her outside. It was 
Rosalie’s voice: ^‘Madame Jeanne, Madame Jeanne, 
they are waitiiSg lireakfast for you ” She went out 
in a dream and understood nothing of what they 
were sa>ing tu her. She ate what they gave her, 
heard them talking, but about what she knew not, 
let them kiss her on the cheeks and kissed them in 
return and then got into the carriage. 

When they lost sight of the chateau behind the 
tall trees she felt a wrench at her heart, convinced 
that she had bid a last farewell to her old home. 

When they reached fiatleville and just as she was 
going into her new house, she saw sometliing white 
under the door. It was a letter that the postman had 
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slipped under the door while she was out. She 
recognized Paul's writing and opened it, trembling 
with anxiety. He wrote: 

•*MY DFAR MOTIIFR I have not written sooner because 
I did not wish jou to make a n cless jouinty to Pans when 
It was my place li go and sec jon I am pi t now m frreat 
sorrow and in strait® My wife is dying afttr giving birth 

to a little till t'lrif djvs ago. and I ba\f not one son ^ I do 
net know whnt to do with the child, whom ray janitor's wife 
lb bringing' up on the bottle as well as she can, but 1 fear 
I shall lo,e, her Couhl you not take chirge of it^ I ah* 
solutely do not kn m what to do, and 1 hivt no money to 
put her out to iiune \nswer by return mail. 

“Your son, who loves you, 

“PAUL.** 

Jeanne sank into a chair and had scarcely strength 
to call Rosalie When the maid came into the room 
they read the letter over together and then remained 
silent for some time, face to face. 

At last Rosalie said* **l am going to fetch the 
little one madame We cannot leave it like that.” 

“Go, niv girl,” replied Jeanne. 

Then they were silent until the maid said: “Put 
on your hat, madame, and we will go to Goderville 
to see the lawyer. If she is going to die, the other 
one, M Paul must marry her for the little one’i 
sake later on ” 

Jeanne, viithout replying, put on her hat A deep» 
inexpressible joy fi 'd iier heart, a treacherous joy 
that she sought to hide at any co'*t, one of those 
things of \\ Inch one is ashamed, although cherishing 
it in one's soul — her son's sweetheart was going to 
lie. 

The lawyer gave the servant minute instructions^ 
making hc^ repeat them several times Then, sure 
th?t she could make no mistake, she said: “Do not 
be afraid. I will see to it now.” 
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She set out for Paris that very night. 

Jeanne pa^iscd two days in such a troubled condi- 
tion that she could not think. The third morning 
she received merely a line from Rosalie saying she 
would be back on the evening train. That was all 

About three o’clock she drove in a neighbor’s light 
wagon to the station at Beuzeville to meet Rosiilie. 

She stood on the platform, looking at ilio railroad 
track as it disappeared on the horizon. She looked 
at the clock. Ten minutes still — five miiniTes still — 
two minutes more. Then the hour of the train’s 
arrival, but it was not in sight. Presently, however, 
she saw a cloud of white smoke and gradually it 
drew up in the station. She looked anxiously and 
at last perceived Rosalie carrying a sort of white 
bundle in her arms. 

She wanted to go over toward her, hut her knees 
seemed to grow weak and she was afraid of falling. 

But the maid liad sten her and came ionvafd with 
her usual calm manner and said: “Ilow do y<)u do, 
madame? Here I am back again, but not without 
some difiiculiy,” 

“Well.^*” faltered Jeanne. 

“Well.” answered Rosalie, “she dhd last night. 
They were married and here is the little 'fill.’' And 
she held out the child, who could not be sc«m under 
her wTapb. 

Jeanne took it mechanically and they left the sta- 
tion and got into the carriage. 

“M. Paul will conic as .soon as the funeral is over 
— to-morrow about this time, I believe.” resumed 
Rosalie. 

Jeanne murmured “Paul” and then waj sdent 

The wagon drove along rapidly, the peasant clack- 
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iftg his tongue to urge on the horse. Jeanne looked 
straight ahead of her into the clear sky through 
which the swallows darted in curves. Suddenly she 
felt a gentle warmth striking through to her skin ; it 
was the warniih of the little being who was asleep 
on her lap. 

Then she was overcome with an intense emotion, 
and uncovering gently the face of the sleeping in- 
fant, she laised it to her lips and kissed it passfon- 
ttely. 

Bui Rosalie, happy though grumpy, stopped her: 
’‘Come, conic. Madame Jeanne, slop that; you will 
make it civ ' 

And then she added, probably in answer to het 
own thoughts “Life, after all, is not as good or as 
had as we beheve it to be.” 





THE FISHING HOLE 

4 ^ UTS and ivounds which caused death.’^ 
€ Such was the charge upon which Leopold 
Renard, upholsterer, was summoned be- 
fore the Court of sizes. 

Round him were the principal witnesses, Madame 
Flamechc, widow of the victim, and Louis I.adureau, 
cabinetmaker, and Jean Durdent, plumber 

Near the criminal was his wife, dressed in black, 
at( ugly little woman, who looked like a monkey 
diressed as a lady. 

This is how Renard (Leopold) recounted the 
dv^ama : 

“Good heavens, it i.s a misfortune of whiclt 1 was 
the prime victim all the time, and with which my 
will has nothing to do. The facts arc their own 
commentary, Monsieur le President. I am an honest 
man, a haul- Working man, an upholsterer, living in 
the same .street for the last sixtfen >earb, known, 
liked, respected and esteemed by all. as inv neighbors 
can testify, even the porter's wife, who ks not ami- 
able every day. 1 am fond of work, I am fond of 
saving, I like honest men and respectable amuse- 
ments. That is what has ruined me so much the 
worse fur me ; but as my will had nothing to do with 
it, I continue to resj;ccl myself. 

“Every Sunday for the laj»t five years my wife and 
I have spent the day at Passy. We get fresh air, 
and, besides, wc are fond of fishing. Oh ! we are as 
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fond of it as we are of little onions. Mflie mspirod 
me with that enthusiasm, the jade, and she is more 
enthusiastic than I am, the scold, seeing that all the 
mischief in this business is her fault, as you will see 
immediately. 

‘‘I am strong and mild tempered, without a penny- 
worth of malice in me. But she! oh! la! la! she 
looks like nothing; she is short and thin. Very 
well, she does more mischief than a weasel. % do 
not deny that she has some good qualities; she has 
some, and very important ones for a man in busi- 
ness. But her character! Just ask about it in the 
neighborhood, and even the porter’s wife, who has 
just sent me about my business . . . she will 
tell you Something about it. 

‘‘Kvery day she used to find fault with my mild 
temper: ‘I would not put up with this ! 1 would not 
put up with ihat.* If I had listened to her, Monsieur 
le President, I should have had at least three hand- 
to-hand fights a month. . . 

Madame Renard interrupted him: “And for good 
reasons, too; they laugh best who laugh last.” 

He turned toward her frankly: “Well, I can’t 
blame you, since 5^ou were not the cause of it” 

Then, facing the President again, he said : 

“I will continue. We used to go to Passy every 
Saturday evening, so as to begin fishing at daybresdc 
the next morning. It is a h'lbit which has become 
second nature with us, as the '►aying is. Three years 
ago this summer 1 discovered a place, oh ! such a 
spot Oh, dear, dear I In the shade, eight feet of 
water at least and perhaps ten, a hole with cavities 
under the bank, a regular nest for fish and a para- 
dise for the fisherman. 1 might look upon that iiah- 
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ing hole as my property, Monsieur 1e President, as 
I was its Christopher Columbus. Everybody in the 
neighborhood knew it, without making any opposi- 
tion- They would say: ‘That is Renard*s place'; 
and nobody would have gone there, not even Mon- 
sieur Phimeau, who is well known, be it said without 
any offense, for poaching on other people's preserves. 

“Well, I returned to this place of which I felt 
certain, just as if I had owned it. T had scarcely 
got there on Saturday, when I got into Delila, with 
my wife. Ddtla is my Norwegian boat, which I had 
built by Fournaire, and which is light and safe. 
Well, as I said, we got into the boat and we were 
going to set bait, and for setting bait there is none 
to be compared with me, and they all know it. You 
want to know with what I bait? I cannot answer 
that question ; it has nothing to do with the accident. 
I cannot answer; that is my secret. There aje more 
than three hundred people who have asked me; I 
have been offered glasses of brandy and liqueur, 
fried fish, matelotes, to make me tell. But just go 
and try whether the chub will come. Ah ! they have 
templed my stomach to get at my secret, my recipe. 
Only my wife knows, and she will not tell it any 
more than I will. Is not that so, Melic?” 

The president of the court interrupted him. 

“Just get to the facts as soon as you can,” and the 
accused continued : “I am getting to them, 1 am get- 
ting to them. Well, on Saturday, July B, w^c left by 
the twenty- five past five train and before rhnner we 
went to set bait as usual. The weather promised to 
keep fine and T said to Melie* ‘All right for to- 
morrow.* And she replied: ‘Tt looks like iL* We 
neveu* talk more than that togethei. 
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**And then we returned to dinner. I was happy 
and thirsty, and that was the cause of everything. 
I said to Mehe: ‘Look here, Melie, it is fine weather, 
suppose I drink a bottle of Casque d mcche.* That is 
1 weak while wine which we have christened so, 
because if you drink too much of it it prevents you 
from sleeping and takes the place of a nightcap. Do 
you understand me? ^ 

“She replied: ‘You can do as you please, but you 
will be ill again and will not be able to get up to- 
morrow.* That was true, sensible and prudent, clear- 
sighted, I must confess. Nevertheless I could not 
resist, and J drank my bottle. It all came from that. 

“Well, 1 could not sleep. By Jove ! it kept me 
awake till two o'clock in the morning, and then I 
went to slec p so soundly that I should not have heard 
the angel sounding his trump at the last Judgment. 

“In short, my wife woke me at six o'clock and I 
jumped out of bed, hastily put on my trousers and 
jersey, waslxd my face and jumped on board Delila, 
But It was too late, for when 1 arrived at my hole 
it was alieady occupied! Such a thing had never 
happened to me in three years, and it made me feel 
as if ] wtre being robbed under my own eyes. I 
said to luy elf: ‘Con 3und it all * confound it!' And 
then my wute began to nag at me. ‘Eh • what about 
your d mcthcf Get along, you drunkard! 

Are you s«ui bed, you great fo A ?' 1 could say noth- 
ing, bccauso It w'ls all true, bin I landed all the same 
near the spot and tried to profit by what was left. 
Perhaps after all the fellow might catch nothing and 
go away. 

“He was a little thin man in white linen coat and 
4 
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waistcoat and a large straw hat, and his wife, a fat 
woman, doing embroidery, sat behind him. 

“When she saw us take up our position close to 
them she murmured: ‘Are there no other places on 
the river?' My wife, who was furious, replied: 
Teople who have any manners make inquiries about 
the habits of the neighborhood before occupying re- 
served spots.* 

“As I did not want a fuss, I said to her: ‘Hold 
your tongue, Melie. Let them alone, let them alone ; 
we shall see.* 

“Well, wc fastened Dclila under the willows and 
had landed and were fishing side by side, Melie and 
I, close to tlie two others. But here, monsieur, I 
must enter into details. 

“We had only been there about five niinutes when 
our neighbor’s line began to jerk twice, thrice, and 
then he pulled out a chub as thick as my thi Jij rather 
less, perhaps, but nearly as big* My luMit heat, the 
perspiration stored on my forehead and Ah'die said to 
me: ‘Well, you sot, did you see that?’ 

“Just then Monsieur Bru, the groctr of Piussy, 
who is fond of gudgeon fishing, pass<.d iii a boat and 
called out to me : ‘So s-otnebody has taken vour usual 
place. Monsieur Renard?* And J lephcd* ‘Yes, 
Monsieur Bru, there are some people in tins world 
who do not know the rules of common politeness.* 

“The little man in linen pretended not to hear, nor 
his fat lump of a wife, either.** 

Here the piesident interrupted him a second time: 
“Take care, you arc insulting the widow, Madame 
Flanieche, who is present.’* 

Renard made his excuses: “1 beg your pardon, I 
beg your pardon ; my anger carried me away. Well, 
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not a quarter of an hour had passed when the little 
man caught another chub, and another almost imme- 
diately, and another five minutes later. 

‘‘Tears were in my eyes, and I knew that Madame 
Renard was boiling with rage, for she kept on nag- 
ging at me : 'Oh, how horrid 1 Don't you see that 
he is robbing you of your fish? Do you think that 
you will catch anything? Not even a frog, nothing 
whatever. Why, my hands are tingling, just to think 
of it.’ 

‘‘Rut I said to myself: ‘Let us wait until twelve 
o'clock. Then this poacher will go to lunch and I 
shall get niy pi ice again As for me, Monsieur le 
President, 1 lunch on that spot every Sunday. We 
bring our prc’tisions in DchJa, ihii there* At nootf 
the wretch pioduccd a <hickt*n in a newspaper, and 
while he was eating, he actually caught another 
chub ! 

“McMic and T bad a morsel alsi;, just a bite a mere 
nothing, for our liearl vv xs not in it 

“Then 1 look up iiiy ncwspajicr to aid my diges- 
tion. livery Sunday 1 read the Oil lUas in the shade 
by the side oi the water It is t'olumbim’s day, you 
know, (‘oluiubine, who writes the ait^cles in the Gil 
Bias. 1 geneially put Madaiiii Reiicrd into a rage 
by pretending to kii w tni' CoJunilune. Jt is not 
true, for I do not know her and have never seen her, 
but that does not matter. She writes very well, and 
then she sa>s tilings that au pretty plain for a 
woman. She suit'- me and there are not many of hci 
sort. 

“Well, I began to tease my wife, but she got angry 
immediately, and vf*ry angry, so I held my tongue. 
At that moment our two witnesses who arc present 
6 
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here, Monsieur Ladureau and Monsieur Durdent, 
appeared on the other side of the river. We knew 
each other by sight. The little man began to fish 
again and he caught so many that I trembled with 
vexation and his wife said: ‘It is an uncommonly 
good spot, and we will come here always. Desire.' 
As for me, a cold shiver lan down my back, and 
Madame Renard kept repeating: ‘You are not a 
man; you have the blood of a chicken in your veins*; 
and suddenly I said to her: ‘Look here, I would 
rather go away or T shall be doing something 
foolish.* 

“And she whispered to me, as if she had put a 
red-hot iron under my nose: ‘You are not a man. 
Now you are t^oing to run away and surrender your 
place! Go, then, l^azainel* 

“I felt hurt, but yet T did not move, while the other 
fellow pulled out a bream. Oh, I never saw such a 
large one before, never ! And then mv wife began 
to talk aloud, as if she were thinking, and you can 
see her tricks. She said: ‘That is what one might 
call stolen fish, seeing that we set the bait ourselves. 
At any rate, they ouglit to give us back the money 
we ha’i e spent on bait.’ 

“Then the fat woman in the cotton dress said in 
her turn : ‘Do vou mean to call us thieves, niadame?' 
Explanations followed and compliments began to fly. 
Oh, ]-ord* those creatures know some good ones. 
They sbouied *^0 loud that our two wittiesscs, who 
were on the other bank, began to call out by way of a 
joke. ‘Less n('J^e over tliere; you will interfere with 
your hiijlnjvb’ bthing/ 

“The friit is that neither the little man nor I 
moved any more than if we had been two tree 
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stumps. We remained there, with our eyes fixed tm 
the water, as if we had heard nothing; but, by Jove! 
we heard all the same. ‘You are a thief! You arc 
nothing better than a tramp! You are a regular 
jade I' and so on and so on. A sailor could not have 
said more. 

“Suddenly I heard a noise behind me and turned 
round. Jt was the other one, the fat woman, who 
had attacked my wife with her parasol. Whack, 
whack! Melic got two of them. But she was furi- 
ous, and she hits hard when she is in a rage. She 
caught the fat woman by the hair and then thump! 
thump f slaps in the face rained down like ripe plums. 
I should have let them fight it out : women together, 
men together. It does not do to mix the blows. But 
the little man in the linen jacket jumped up like a 
devil and was going to rush at my wife. Ah ! no, no, 
not that, my friend! I caught the gentleman with 
the end of my fist, and crash! crash! One on the 
nose, the other in the stomach. He threw up his 
arms and legs and fell on his back into the river, 
just into the hole. 

“I should have fished him out most certainly. 
Monsieur lo President, if I had had time. But, to 
make matters wor^e, the fat woman had the upper 
hand and was poin»aing Melie for all she was worth. 
I know T ought not to have inlortered while the man 
was in the water, but I nevt • thought that he would 
drown and '^aid to myself: ‘Bah, it will cool him.’ 

“I therefore r.in up to the women lo separate them 
and all 1 rcciived vr'is scratches and hites. Good 
Lord, wd^at creatures ! Well, it took me five minutes, 
and perhaps ten, to separate those two viragos. 
When I turned round there was nothing to be seen. 
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The water was as smooth as a lake and the others 
yonder kept shouting: ‘Fish him out ! fish him out!' 
It was all very well to say that, but 1 cannot swim 
and still less dive. 

“At last the man from the dam came and two gen- 
tlemen with boathooks, but over a quarter of an hour 
had passed. He was found at the bottom of the hole, 
in eight feet of water, as I have said. There he was, 
the poor little man, in his linen suit ! Those arc the 
facts such as 1 have sworn to. I am innocent, on 
my honor.” 

The witnesses having given testimony to the same 
effect, the accused was acquitted. 



THE SPASM 


T he hotel g^wests slowly entered the dining- 
room and took their places. The waiters did 
not hurry themselves, in order to give the 
late comers a chance and thus avoid the trouble of 
bringing in the dishes a second linie. The old 
bathers, the habitues whose season was almost over, 
glanced, ga/ed toward the door whenever it opened, 
to see what new faces might appear. 

This is the principal distraction of watering 
places. People look forward to the dinner hour in 
order to inspect each day’s new arrivals, to find out 
who they arc, what they do, and what they think. 
We always have a vague desire to meet plcrisant 
people, to make agreeable acquaintances, perhaps to 
meet with a love adventure. In this life of elbow- 
ings, unknown strangers a’^sume an extreme im- 
portance. Curiosity is aroused, sympathy is ready 
to exhibit itself, and sociability is the order of the 
day. 

We cherish antipathies for a week and friend- 
ships for a month ; we see peoule with different eyes, 
when we view them throufiii the medium of ac- 
quaintanceship at watering places. We discover m 
men suddenly, after an hour’s chat, in the evening 
after dinner, under the trees in the park where the 
healing '•pring bubbles up, a high intelligence and 
astonishing merits, and a month afterward we have 
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completely forgotten these new friends, who were 
so fascinating when we first met them* 

Permanent and serious ties are also formed here 
sooner than anywhere else. People see each other 
every day ; they become acquainted very quickly, and 
their affection is tinged with the Sweetness and un- 
restraint of long-standing intimacies. We cherish 
in after years the dear and tender memories of those 
first hours of friendship, the memory of those first 
conversations in which a soul was unveiled, of 
those first glances which interrogate and respond to 
questions and secret thoughts which the mouth has 
not as yet uttered, the memory of that first cordial 
confidence, the memory of that delightful sensation 
of opening our hearts to those who seem to open 
theirs to us in return. 

And the melancholy of watering places, the mo- 
notony of days that are all alike, proves hourly an 
incentive to this heart expansion. ^ 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

Well, this evening, as on every other evening, 
we awaited the appearance of strange faces. 

Only two appeared, but they were very remark- 
able, a man and a woman — father and daughter. 
They immediately reminded me of some of Edgar 
Poe’s characters; and yet there was about them a 
charm, the charm associated with misfortune. I 
looked upon them as the victims of fate. The man 
was very tall and thin, rather stooped, with per- 
fectly white hair, too white for his comparatively 
youthful physiognomy; and there was in his bear- 
ing and in his person that austerity peculiar to 
Protestants. The daughter, who was probably 
twenty-four or twenty-five, was small in stature, an4 
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was also very thin, very pale, and she had the air 
of one who was worn out with utter lassitude. Wc 
meet people like this from time to time, who seem 
too weak for the tasks and the needs of daily life, 
too weak to move about, to walk, to do all that wc 
do every day. She was rather pretty, with a trans- 
parent, spiritual beauty. And she ate with extreme 
slowness, as if she were almost incapable of moving 
her arms. 

It must have been she, assuredly, who had come 
to take the waters. 

They sat facing me, on the opposite side of the 
table; and I at once noticed that the father had a 
very singular, nervous twitching. 

Every time he wanted to reach an object, his 
hand described a sort of rig/ag before it succeeded 
in reaching what it was in search of, and after a 
little while this movement annoyed me so that I 
turned aside my head in order not to see it. 

I noticed, too, that the young girl, during meals, 
wore a glove on her left hand. 

After dinner 1 went for a stroll in the park of 
the bathing establishment. This led toward the lit- 
tle Auvergnese station of Chatel-Guyon, hidden in 
a gorge at the foot of the high mountain, Tiom which 
flowed so many b* .ling sprin.^s, arisin? from the 
deep bed of extinct volcanoes. Over yonder, above 
our heads, the <lomes of extmet craters lifted their 
ragged peaks above the res' in the long mountain 
chain. For CliAtcI-Guyon is situated at the en- 
trance to the land of mountain domes. 

Beyond it stretches out the region of peaks, and, 
farther on again, the region of precipitous summits. 

The ‘Tuy de Dome" is the highest of the domes, 
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the Peak of Sancy is the loftiest of the peaks, and 
Cantal is the most precipitous of these mountain 
heights. 

It was a very warm evening, and I was walking 
up and down a shady path, listening to the opening 
strains of the Casino bana which was playing on 
an elevation overlooking the park. 

And I saw the father and the daughter advancing 
slowly in my direction. I bowed as one bows to 
one’s hotel companions at a watering place; and the 
man, coming to a sudden halt, said to me: 

“Could you not, monsieur, tell us of a nice walk 
tc take, short, pretty, and not steep ; and pardon my 
troubling you?” 

I offered to show them the way toward the valley 
through whicli the little rivtr flowed, a deep valley 
forming a gorge between two tall, craggy, wooded 
slopes. 

They gladly accepted my offer. 

And we talked, naturally, about the virtue of thi» 
waters. 

“Oh,” he said, “my daughter has a strange 
malady, the seat of which is unknown. She suffers 
ft cm incomprehensible nervous attacks. At one 
time the doctors think she has an attack of heart 
disease, at another time they imagine it is some 
affection of the liver, and at another they declare 
it to be a disease of the spine. To-day this protean 
It alady, that assumes a thousand forms and a thou- 
Sind modes of attack, is attributed to the stomach, 
vrhich is the great caldron and regulator of the 
body. This is whv we have come here. For my 
part, 1 am rather inclined to think it is the nerves, 
la any case it is very sad ” 
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Immediately the remembrance of the violent spas- 
modic movement of his hand came back to my mind, 
and I asked him ; 

‘'But is this not the result of heredity? Are not 
your own nerves somewhat affected?'* 

He replied calmly: 

“Mine? Oh, no — my nerves have always been 
very steady.” 

Then, suddenly, after a pause, he went on: 

“Ah ! You were alluding to the jerking move- 
ment of my hand every time I try to reach for any- 
thing? This arises from a terrible experience which 
I had. Just imagine, this daughter of mine was 
actually bunod alive!” 

I could only utter, “Ah!” so great were my as- 
tonishment and emotion. 

♦ >|c ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ sK 

He continued: 

“Here is the story. It is simple Juliette had 
been subject for some lime to serious attacks of 
the heart. We believed that she had disease of that 
organ, and were prepared for the worst. 

“One day she wa& carried into the house cold, 
lifeless, dead. She had fallen down unconscious in 
the garden. The doctor certified that life was ex- 
tinct. 1 w'atched uy her side for a day and two 
nights. 1 laid her with iny own hands in the coffin, 
which T accompanied to the • cmetery, where she was 
deposited in the family vauH. It is situated in the 
very heart of Lorraine. 

“I wished to have her interred with her jewels, 
bracelets, necklaces, rings, all presents which she 
had received from me, and wearing her first ball 
dress. 
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“You may easily imagine my state of mind when 
I re-entered our home. She was the only one I 
had, for my wife had been dead for many years. 
I found my way to my own apartment in a half- 
distracted condition, utterly exhausted, and sank 
into my easy-chair, without the capacity to think 
or the strength to move. I was nothing better now 
than a suffering, vibrating machine, a human being 
who had, as it were, been flayed alive ; my soul was 
like an open wound. 

'*My old valet, Prosper, who had assisted me in 
placing Juliette in her coffin, and aided me in pre- 
paring her for her last sleep, entered the room 
noiselessly, and asked: 

*“Does monsieur want anything?' 
merely shook my head in reply 

"‘Monsieur is wrong,' he urged. ‘He will in- 
jure his health. Would monsieur like me to put him 
JO btdP’ ♦ 

"I answered : ‘No, let me alone 

"And he left the room. 

"I know not how many hours slipped away. Oh, 
what a night, ’what a night* It was cold. My fire 
had died out in the huge grate; and the wind, the 
winter wind, an icy wind, a winter hunicanc. blew 
with a regular, sinister noise against the windows. 

“How many hours slipped away^ There T was 
without sleeping, powerle*^s, crushed, my ('yes wide 
open, my leirs stretched out, my body limp, inani- 
mate, and my mind torjud with despair. Suddenly 
the great doorbell, the great bell ot the vestibule, 
rang out 

“I started <*o that my chair cracked under me. 
The vlcnin, ponderous sound vibrated through the 
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empty country house as through a vault I turned 
round to see what the hour was by the clock. It 
was just two in the morning. Who could be com- 
ing at such an hour? 

"And, abruptly, the bell again rang twice. The 
servants, without doubt, were afraid to get op. I 
took a wax candle and descended the stairs. 1 was 
on the point of asking: ‘Who is there?’ 

"Then I felt ashamed of my weakness, and 1 
slowly drew hack the heavy bolts. My heart was 
throbbing wildly. I was frightened. 1 opened the 
door brusqu ly, and in the darkness T distinguished 
a white figure, standing erect, something that re^ 
scnibled an apparition. 

"I recoiletl, petrified with horror, faltering: 

" ‘Who— who — who are you?' 

"A voice replied: 

" Tt is 1, father.* 

"It was niy daughter. 

“I reallv thought I must be mad, and I retreated 
backward before this advancing spectre. I kept 
moving away, making a sign with my hand, as if 
to drive the phantom away, that gesture which yon 
have noliced — that gesture which has remained with 
me ever since. 

" ‘Do not be afraid, papa,' said the apparition. 
T was not dead. Somebody tried to steal my rings 
and cut one of my fingers; \c blood began to flow, 
and that restored me to life' 

"And, in fjcf I could see that her hand was cov- 
ered with blood. 

"I fell on my knees, choking with sobs and with 
a rattling in my throat. 

"Then, when 1 had somewhat collected my 
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Noughts, though I was still so bewildered that I 
scarcely realised the awesome happiness that had 
befallen me, I made her go up to my room and sit 
down in my casy-chair; then T rang excitedly for 
Prosper to get him to rekindle the fire and to bring 
some wine, and to summon assistance. 

“The man entered, stared at my daughter, opened 
his mouth with a gasp of alarm and stupefaction, 
and then fell back dead. 

*Tt was he who had opened the vault, who had 
mifltilated and then abandoned my daughter; for he 
could not eftace the traces of the theft. lie had not 
even taken the trouble to put back the coffin into its 
place, feeling sure, besides, that he would not be 
suspected by me, as 1 trusted him absolutely 

“You see, monsieur, that we are very unfortu- 
nate people.” 

4c « 9|e 4^ 4c ♦ ♦ 

lie wa<i silent 

The night had fallen, casting its shadows over 
the desolate, mournful vale, and a sort of mysteri- 
ous feai possessed me at finding mysclt by the side 
of those stiange beings, of tins young girl who had 
come back frr»in the tomb, and this father with his 
uncanny spasm. 

I found it impossible to make any comment on 
this dreadful story. I only murmured 

“What a hornble thing*” 

Then, after a minute's silence, I added 

“Let us go indoors. I think it is growing cool.” 

And we made our way back to the hotel. 
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THE PARROT 

I 

E verybody in Fecamp knew Mother Patirfs 
stoiy. She had certainly been mi fortunate 
with her husband, for in hi*; lifetime he used 
to heat her, just as wlieat is threshed in the barn. 

He was i aotcr of a fishing bark and had married 
her, formerly, because she w'as pretty, alLhougli poor. 

Palin was a good sailor, but brutal. lie used to 
frequent bather Aubau’s inn, where he would usu- 
ally drink four or five glasses of brandy, on lucky 
days eight or ten glasses and even more, according 
to his mood. The brandy was served to the cus- 
tomers by Father Auban’s daughter, a pleasing 
brunette, who attracted people to the house only by 
her pretty face, for nothing had ever been gossiped 
about her. 

Patin, when he entered the inn, would be satisfied 
to look at her and to compliment her politely and 
respectfully. AP' h had had his first glass of 
brandy be would already find her much nicer ; at the 
second he would wink; at the third he would say: 

“If you were only willing, Mam'zellc Desiree " 

without ever finisliing his sentence ; at the fourth he 
would try to hold her back by her skirt in order to 
kiss her; and vdien he went as high as ten it was 
Father Auban who brought him the remaining 
drinks. 

The old innkeeper, who knew all the tricks of the 
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trade, made Desiree walk about between the tables fn 
arder to increase the consumption of drinks; and 
D6sir^, who was a worthy daughter of Father Au- 
ban« flitted around among the benches and joked 
with them, her lips smiling and her eyes sparkling. 

Patin got so well accustomed to Desiree's face 
that he thought of it even while at sea, when throw- 
ing out his nets, in storms or in calms, on moonlit or 
dark evenings. He thought of her while holding 
the tiller in the stern of his boat, while his four com- 
panions were slumbering with their heads on their 
arms. He always saw her, smiling, pouring out the 
yellow brandy with a peculiar shoulder movement 
and then exclaiming as she turned away: “There, 
now ; are you satisfied ?” 

He saw her so much in his mind's eye that he 
was overcome by an irresistible des*re to marry her, 
and, not being able to hold out any longer, ke asked 
for her hand. 

He was rich, owned his own vessel, his nets and 
a little house at the foot of the hill on the Retenue, 
whereas Fathn&r Auban had nothing. The marriage 
was therefore eagerly agreed upon and the wedding 
took place as soon as possible, as both parties were 
desirous for the affair to be concluded as early as 
convenient. 

Three days after the wedding Patin could no 
longer understand how he had ever imagined 
Dtsiree to be different from other women. What a 
fool he had been to encumber himself with a penni- 
less crcatuic, who had undoubtedly inveigled him 
with some diug which she had put in his brandy! 

He would curse all day lung, break his pipe with 
his teeth and maul his crew. Afte** he had sworn 
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Vy every known term at everything that came bis 
way he would rid himself of his remaining auger 
on the fish and lobsters, which he pulled fiom the nets 
and threw into the baskets amid oaths and foul lan- 
guage. When he returned home he would find his 
wife. Father Auban's daughter, within reach of his 
mouth and hand, and it was not long before he treated 
her like the lowest creature in the world. As she lis- 
tined calmly, accustomed to paternal violence, he 
grew exasperated at her quiet, and one evening he 
brat her. Then life at his home became unbearable. 

For ten >ears the principal topic of conversation 
Cii the Relcnue was about the beatings that Patin 
gave his wife and his manner of cursing at her for 
the least thing. He could, indeed, curse with a rich- 
ness of vocabulary in a roundness of tone unequalled 
by any other man in Fecamp. As soon as his ship 
was sighted at the entrance of the harbor, returning 
from the fishing expedition, every one awaited the 
first volley he would hurl from the bridge as soon 
as he perceived his wife’s white cap. 

Standing at the stern, he would steer, his eye fixed 
on the bows and on the sail, and. notwithstanding 
the difficulty of the narrow passage and the height 
of the turbulent " nves, he would search among the 
watching women and try to recognize his wife, 
Father Auban’s daughter, the wretch » 

Then, as soon as he saw ner, notwithstanding the 
noise of the wind and waves, he would let loose upon 
her with such power and volubility that every one 
would laugh, although they pitied her greatly. 
When he arrived at the dock he would relieve his 
mind, while unloading the fish, in such an expressive 
manner that he attracted around him all the loafers 
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of the neighborhood. The words left his mouth 
sometimes like shots from a cannon, short and ter* 
rible, sometimes like peals of thunder, which roll 
and rumble fot hve minutes, such a hurricane of 
oaths that he seemed to have inf his lungs one of the 
storms of the Fternal Fathei. 

When he left his ship and found himself face to 
face with her, surrounded by all the gossips of the 
neighborhood, he would bring up a new cargo of 
insults and bring her back to their dwelling, she in 
front, he behind, she weeping, he yelling at her. 

At last, when alone with her behind closed doors, 
he would thrash her on the slightest pretext. The 
least thing was suffieient to make him raise his 
hand, and when he had once be‘gun he did not stop, 
but be would throw into her face the tnu motive for 
his anger. At each blow he would roai “Theie, 
you beggar ♦ Ihcrc, you wictcb* ihcre, y^u pau- 
per! What a bright thing 1 did when 1 rinsed my 
month with your rascal of a father's apology for 
biandy 

The poor woman lived in conlmual fear, in a 
ceaseless trembling of body and soul, in eve i lasting 
expectation ot outrageous ihiashings 

7hi«- la^l< d Un \tars She was so ti porous that 
she woub] grow jmIc whenever she spoke to any one, 
and she tbougbl of lu thing but tlu blow^- with winch 
she w is tbrt atoned, and she became thinner, more 
>fcllow and diier than a smoked fish. 

II 

One night, when her husband at sea she was 
suddenly aw^akened by the wild roaring of the wind ! 
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She sat up in her bed, trembling, but, as she hear4 
nothing more, she lay down again; almost imme- 
diately there was a roar in the chimney which shook 
the entire house; it seemed to cioss the heavens like 
a pack of furious animals snorting and roaring. 

Then she arose and rushed to the harbor. Other 
women were arriving from all sides, carrying lan- 
terns The men also were gathering, and all were 
watching the foaming crests of the breaking wavcn* 

The storm lasted fifteen hours. Eleven sailors 
never returned, I'atin was among them. 

In th( nei diborhood of Dieppe the wreck of hU 
bark, the Jciine-Aficclie, was found. The bodies oi 
his sailors were found near Saint-Valery, but his 
body was never recovered. As his vessel seemed to 
have been cut in two, his wife expected and feared 
his return for a long time, for if there h.ad been a 
collision hrc alone might have been picked up and 
carried afar off. 

Little by little she grew accustomed to the thought 
that she was rid of him, although she would start 
every time that a neighbor, a beggar or a peddler 
would enter suddenly. 

One attrniooij, about four years after the disap- 
pearance of her Imsband, while she was walking 
along the Rue Juif.s, she stopped before the 
house of an old sea captain who had recently died 
and whose furniture was for sale. Just at that mo- 
ment a panot was at aiictior ITc had green feath- 
ers and a blue head and was watching everybody 
with a dis[)]eascd look. “Three francs !” cried the 
auctioned. “A bird that can talk like a lawyer, 
three francs 

A friend of the Patin woman nudged her and said: 
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"Yon ought to buy that, you who arc rich. It would 
be good company for you. That bird is worth more 
than thirty francs. Anyhow, you can always sell it 
for twenty or twenty-five !*' 

Patin’s widow added fifty centimes, and the bird 
was given her in a little cage, which she carried 
away. She took it home, and, as she was opening 
the wire door m order to give it something to drink, 
he bit her finger and drew blood. 

“Oh, how naughty he is !” she said. 

Nevertheless she gave it some hemp-seed and 
corn and watched it pruning its feathers as it glanced 
warily at its new home and its new mistress. 

On the following morning, just as day was break- 
ing, the Pat in woman distinctly heard a loud, deep, 
roaring voice calling: “Are you going to get up, 
carrion ?” 

Her fear was so great that she hid her head under 
the sheets, for when Patm was with her as soon as 
he would open liis eyes he would shout those well- 
known word^ into her ears. 

Trembling, rolled into a ball, her back prepared 
for the thrashing which she already expected, her 
face buried in tlie pillows, she mumiurcd’ “Good 
Lord ! he is here 1 Cjood Lord I he is here ! Good 
Lord ^ he has come hack 

Minutes passed; no noise distnrV-d the quiet 
room. Then, trembling, she stuck her head out of 
the bed, sure that he was there, watching, ready to 
beat her. Except for a ray of sun shining liirough 
the window, ^lie saw nothing, and she said to her 
self: ‘Tie must be hidden/’ 

She waited a long time and then, gaming courage. 
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she said to herself : must have dreamed seeing 
there is nobody here/* 

A little reassured^ she closed her eyes, when from 
quite near a furious voice, the thunderous voice of 
the drowned man, could be heard crying: "Say! 
when in the name of all that’s holy are you going to 
get up, you b— ?” 

She juniped out of bed, moved by obedience, by 
the passive obedience of a woman accustomed to 
blows and who still remembers and always will re- 
member that \ oice ! She said : “Here I am, Patin ; 
what do you want ?” 

But Patin did not answer. Then, at a complete 
loss, she looked around her, then in the chimney and 
under the bed and finally sank into a chair, wild 
with anxiety, convinced that Patin’s soul alone was 
there, near her, and that he had returned in order to 
torture her. 

Suddenly she remembered the loft, in order to 
reach which one had to take a ladder. Surely he 
must have hidden there in order to surprise her. He 
must have been held by savages on some distant 
shore, unable to escape until now, and he had re- 
turned, worce that e^' There was no doubting the 
quality of that voice. She raised her head and asked : 
“Are you up there, Patin?” 

Patin did not answer. Thc'*. with a terrible fear 
which made her heart tremble, she climbed the lad- 
der, opened the skylight, looked, saw nothing, en- 
tered, looked about and found nothing. Sitting on 
some straw, she began to cry, but while she was 
weeping, overcome by a poignant and supernatural 
terror, she heard Patin talking in the room below* 
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He seemed less angry and he was saying: "Nasty 
weather I Fierce wind ! Nasty weather I I haven’t 
eaten, damn it !” 

She cried through the ceiling : “Here I am, Patin ; 
I am getting your meal ready. Don’t get angry.” 

She ran down again. There was no one in the 
room. She felt herself growing weak, as if death 
were touching her, and she tried to run and get help 
from the neighbors, when a voice near her cried out : 
"I haven’t had my breakfast, by G !” 

And the parrot in his cage watched her with his 
round, knowing, wicked eye. She, too. looked at him 
wildly, murmuring: “Ah* so it’s you!” 

He shook his head and continued : “Just you wait ! 
Fll teach you how to loaf.” 

What happened within her? She felt, she under- 
stood that it wa^ he, the dead man, who Bad come 
back, who had disguised himself in the feathers of 
this bird in order to continue to torment her; that 
he would curse, as formerly, all day long, and bite 
her, and swear at her, in order to attract the neigh- 
bors and make them laugh. Then she rushed for the 
cage and seized the bird, which scratched and tore 
her flesh with its claws and beak lUit she held it 
with all her ‘•Irenglh between her hands She threw 
it on the ground and rolled over it with the frenzy 
of one posses'^ed. She crushed it and finally made 
of it nothing hut a little green, flabby lump which no 
longer moved or spoke. Then she wrapjicd it in a 
cloth, as in a shroud, and she went out in her night- 
gown, barefoot: she crossed the dock, arainst which 
the choppy weaves of the sea were beptnig, and she 
shook the cloth and let drop this little dead thing. 
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which looked like so much grass. Then she returned, 
threw herself on her knees before the empty cage, 
and, overcome by what she had done, kneeled and 
prayed for forgiveness, as if she had committed some 
heinous crime. 



THE PIECE OF STRING 

I T was market-day, and from all the country 
round Goderville the peasants and their wives 
were coming toward the town* The men 
walked slowly, throwing the whole body forward 
at every step of their long, crooked legs. They were 
deformed from pushing the plough which makes the 
left shoulder higher, and bends their figures side^ 
ways; from reaping the g^ain, when they have to 
spread their legs so as to keep on their feet. Their 
starched blue blouses, glossy as though varnished, 
ornamented at collar and cuffs with a little em- 
broidered design and blown out around their bony 
bodies, looked very much like balloons about to soar, 
whence issued two arms and two feet. 

Some of these fellows dragged a cow or a calf 
at the end of a rope. And just behind the animal 
followed their wives beating it over the back with 
a leaf-covered branch to hasten its pace, and carry- 
ing large baskets out of which protruded the heads 
of chickens or ducks. These women walked more 
quickly and energetically than the men, with their 
erect, dried-up figures, adorned witli scanty little 
shawls pinned over their flat bosoms, and their 
heads wrapped round with a white cloth, enclosing 
the hair and surmounted by a cap. 

Now a char-a-banc passed by, jogging along be- 
hind a nag and shaking up strangely the two men on 
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the seat, and the woman at the bottom of the cart 
who held fast to its sides to lessen the hard jolting. 

In the market-place at Goderville was a great 
crowd, a mingled multitude of men and beasts. The 
horns of cattle, the high, long-napped hats of 
wealthy peasants, the headdresses of the women 
came to the surface of that sea. And the sharp, 
shnll, barking voices made a continuous, wild din, 
while above it occasionally lose a huge burst of 
laughter from the sturdy lungs of a merry peasant 
or a prolonged bellow from a cow tied fast to the 
wall of a hoii«ie. 

It all smelled of the stable, of milk, of hay and of 
perspiration, giving off that half-human, half-animal 
odor which is peculiar to country folks. 

Maitre Hauchecorne, of Breaute, had just arrived 
at Goderville and was making his way toward the 
square when he perceived on the ground a little 
piece of string. Maitre Hauchecorne, economical 
as are all true Normans, reflected that everything 
was worth picking up which could be of any use, 
and he stooped down, but painfully, because he 
suffered from rheumatism. He took the bit of thin 
string from the ground and was carefully preparing 
to roll it up when he saw Maitre Malandain, the 
harness maker, on his dooistcp staring at him. They 
had once hid a quarrel about a halter, and they had 
borne each other malice ever rnce. Maitre Hauche- 
cornc was oveicome with a s'^rt of shame at being 
seen by his enemy picking up a bit of string in the 
road- lie qnirkly hid it beneath his blouse and then 
slipped It into his breeches pocket, then pretended to 
be still looking for something on the ground which 
he did not discover and finally went off toward the 
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market-place, his head bent forward and his body 
almost doubled in two by rheumatic pains. 

He was at once lost in the crowd, which kept 
moving about slowly and noisily as it chaffered and 
bargained. The peasants examined the cows, went 
off, came back, always in doubt for fear of being 
cheated, never quite daring to decide, looking the 
seller square in the eye in the effort to discover the 
tricks of the man and the defect in the beast. 

The women, having placed their great baskets at 
their feet, had taken out the poultry, which lay upon 
the ground, their legs tied together, with terrified 
eyes and scarlet combs. 

They listened to propositions, maintaining their 
prices in a decided manner with an impassive face 
or perhaps deciding to accept the smaller price of- 
fered, suddenly calling out to the customer who was 
starting to go aw^ay : 

“All right, Ull let you have them, Mait* Anthime.” 

Then, little by little, the square became empty, and 
when the Angtlus struck midday those who lived 
at a distance 'poured into the inns. 

At Jourclain's tlie great room was filled with caters, 
just as the vast court was filled with vehicles of every 
sort — wagons, gigs, chars-a-bancs, tillmrics, innu- 
merable vehicles which have no name, yellow with 
mud, misshapen, pieced together, raising their shafts 
to heaven like two arms, or it may be with their nose 
on the ground and their rear in the air. 

Just opposite to where the diners were at table 
the huge fireplace, with its bright flame, gave out a 
burning heat on the backs of those who sat at the 
right. Three spits were turning, loaded with chick- 
ens, with pigeons and with joints of nrtftton, and a 
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delectable odor of roast meat and of gravy flowing 
over crisp brown skin arose from the hearth, kindled 
merriment, caused mouths to water. 

All the aristocracy of the plough were eating 
there at Mait' Jouidain’s, the innkeeper’s, a dealer 
in horses also and a sharp fellow who had made a 
great deal of money in his day. 

The dishes were passed round, were emptied, as 
were the jugs of yellow cider. Every one told of his 
affairs, of his purchases and hi? sales. They ex- 
changed news about the crops. The weather was 
good for greens, but too wet for grain. 

Suddenly the drum began to beat in the courtyard 
before the house. Every one, except some of the 
most indifferent, was on their feet at once and ran 
to the dai#, 0 the windows, their mouths full and 
napkins in their hand. 

When the public crier had finished his tattoo he 
called forth in a jerky voice, pausing in the wrong 
places : 

“Be iU^Icnown to >he inhabitants of Goderville and 
in gencnal to all persons present at the market that 
there ha^ been lost this morning on the Beuzeville 
road, Ijfetwten nine and ten o’clock, a black leather 
podfC^lPSI^k containing five hundred francs and busi- 
nes^^ papers You are requested to return it to the 
mayor’s office at once or to ^Jaitre Fortune Houl- 
breque, of Mannevillc. There will be twenty francs 
reward.” 

Then the man went away. They heard :>Ace more 
at a distance the dull beating of the drum and the 
faint voice of the crier. Then they all began ro talk 
of this incident, reckoning up the chances wnich 
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Maitre Houlbreque had of finding or of not finding 
his pocketbook again. 

The meal went on. They were finishing their 
coffee ♦when the corporal of gendarme*? appeared o» 
the threshold. 

He asked : 

'Ts Maitre Hauchecorne, of Breautc, here?” 

Maitre Hauchecorne, seated at the other end of the 
table, answered : 

‘'Here I am, here 1 am.” 

And he followed the corporal. 

The mayor was waiting for him, seated in nn arm- 
chair. He was the notary of the place, a tall, grave 
man of pompous speech. 

“Maitre Hauchecorne,” said he, “this morning on 
the Beuzeville road, you were seen to picl up the 
pocketbook lost by Maitre Houlbrtque, of JVJanne- 
ville.” 

The countryman looked at the mayor in amaze- 
ment, frightened already at this suspuiori which 
lestcd on him, he knew not why. 

“I — I picked up that pocketbook?” 

“Yes, you.” 

“T swear J don’t even know anything about it” 

“You were seen.” 

“I was seen — I ? Who saw me ?” 

“M. Malandain, the harness-maker” 

Then the old man remembered, understood, and, 
reddening with anger, said: 

“Ah! he saw me, did he, the rascal? He saw me 
picking up this string here, M’sieu le Main ” 

And fumbling at the bottom of ins po'^ket, he 
pulled out of It the little end of string. 

But the mayor incredulously shook his head: 
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“You will not make me believe, Maitre Hanche-* 
corne, that M. Malandain, who is a man whose word 
can be relied on, has mistaken this string for a 
pocketbook.” 

The peasant, furious, raised his hand and spat on 
the ground beside him as if to attest his good faith, 
repeating: 

“For all that, it is God's truth, M'sieu le Maine. 
There ! On my soul's salvation, I repeat it.” 

The mayor continued: 

"After you picked up the object in question, you 
even looked alout for some time in the mud to see 
if a piece of money had not dropped out of it.” 

The good man was choking with indignation and 
fear. 

"How can they tell — ^how can they tell such lies 
as that to slander an honest man ! How can they?* 

His protestations were in vain; he was not be- 
lieved. 

He was confronted with M. Malandain, who re- 
peated and sustained his testimony. They railed at 
one another for an hour. At his own request Maitre 
Hauchecorne was searched. Nothing was found on 
him. 

At last the mayor, »'*uch perplexed, sent him away, 
warning him that he would inform the public prose- 
cutor and ask for orders. 

The news had spread. Wht^i he left the mayor's 
office the old man was surrounded, interrogated with 
a curiosity which was serious or mocking, as the 
case might be, but into which no indignation entered. 
And he began to tell the story of the string. They 
did not believe him. They laughed. 

He passed on, buttonholed by every one, himseU 
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buttonholing his acquaintances, beginning over and 
over again his tale and his protestations, showing his 
pockets turned inside out to prove that he had noth- 
ing in them. 

They said to him: 

‘*You old rogue !” 

He grew more and more angry, feverish, in despair 
at not being believed, and kept on telling his story. 

The night came. It was time to go home He left 
with three of his neighbors, to whom he pointed out 
the place where he had picked up the string, and all 
the way he talked of his adventure. 

That evening he made the round of the village of 
Breaute for the purpose of telling every one. He 
met only unbelievers. 

He brooded over it all night long. 

The next day, about one in the afternoon, Marius 
Paumelle, a farm hand of Maitre Breton, tbe market 
gardener at Ymauville, returned the pocketbook and 
its contents lo Maitre Holbreque, of Manneville. 

This man said, indeed, that he had found it on the 
road, but not knowing how to read, he had carried 
it home and given it to his master. 

The news spread to the environs. Maitre Hauche- 
coriie was informed. He started off at once and 
began to relate his story with the denoument. He 
was triumphant. 

‘What grieved me,” said he, “was not the thing 
itself, do you understand, but it was being accused 
of lying. Nothing does you so much barm as being 
in disgrace for lying.” 

All day he talked of his adventure. He told it 
on the roads to the people who passed, at the cabaret 
to the people who drank and next Sunday when 
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they came out of church. He even stopped strangers 
to tell them about it. He was easy now, and yet 
something worried him without his knowing exactly 
what it was. People had a joking manner while 
they listened. They did not seem convinced. He 
seemed to feel their remarks behind his back. 

On Tuesday of the following week he went to 
market at Goderville, prompted solely by the need 
of telling Ins story. 

Malandain, standing on his doorstep, began to 
laugli as he saw him pass. Why.^ 

lie accosted a farmer of Cnquetot, who did not 
let him finish, and giving him a punch in the pit of 
the stomach, crifd in his face* “('ll!, you great 
rogue Then he turned his hid upon him. 

Maltre JJauchtcorne remained speechless and 
grew nioie uiid more uneasy. \\ iiy had they called 
him “great logut’*? 

When ‘■latcd at table in Jou» (bin’s tavern he 
began again ro explain the whole nftair 

A hor^e dealer of Montivillieis Uioulca at him: 

“Get out, get out, you old scamp ' 1 know all 

about youi old string,” 

Hauchcc Cii ne stann ^^^red * 

“But smee they found it again, the pofketbookl” 

But the other continued: 

“Hold 3 our tongue, daddy, here’s one who finds 
it and theie’s another who ret ins it. And no one 
the wiser” 

The fanner was speechless lie understood at 
last. They accused him of having had the pocket- 
book brought back by an accomplice, b> a confed- 
erate. 
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He tried to protest. The whole table began to 
Iwigh. 

He could not finish his dinner, and went away 
amid a chorus of jeers. 

He went home indignant, choking with rage, with 
confusion, the more cast down since with his Nor- 
man craftiness he was, perhaps, capable of having 
done what they accused him of and even of boasting 
of it as a good trick. He was dimly conscious that 
it was impossible to prove his innocence, his crafti- 
ness being so well known. He felt himself struck 
to the heart l)y the injustice of the suspicion. 

He began anew to t^ll his tale, lengthening his 
recital every day, each day adding new proofs, more 
energetic declarations and more sacred oaths, which 
he thought of, which he prepared in his hours of 
solitude, for his mind was entirely occupied with the 
story of the string. The more he denied it, the 
more artful his arguments, the less he was believed. 

'Those are liars’ proofs/’ they said behind his 
back. 

He felt this. It preyed upon him and he ex- 
hausted himself in useless efforts. 

He was visibly wasting away. 

Jokers would make him tell the story of "the 
piece of string” to amuse them, just as you make 
a soldier who has been on a campaign tell his story 
of the battle. His mind kept growing weaker and 
about the end of December he took to his bed. 

He passed away early in January, and, in the rav- 
ings of death agony, he protested his innocence, re- 
peating ; 

"A little bit of string — a little bit of string. See, 
here it is, M’sieu le Maire.'* 
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S HE had been brought up in one of those fam- 
ilies who live entirely to themselves, apart 
from all the rest of the world. Such families 
know nothing of political events, although they arc 
discussed at table; for changes in the Government 
take place it such a distance from them that they 
are spoken ot as one speaks of a historical event, 
such as Ihe death of Louis XVT or the landing of 
Napoleon. 

Customs are modified in course of time, fashions 
succeed one another, but such variations are taken 
no account of in the placid family circle where tra- 
ditional usages prevail year after year. And if 
some scandalous episode or other occurs in the 
neighborhood, the disreputable story dies a natural 
death when it reaches the thieshold of the house. 
The father and mother may, perhaps, exchange a 
few words on the suoiect when alone together some 
eveninsr, but they speak in hushed tones — for even 
walls have cars. The father says, with bated 
breath : 

“You’ve heard of that teiriblc affair in the 
Rivoil family?” 

And Lie mother answers : 

“Who would have dreamed of such a thing? 
ft’s dreadful.” 

The children suspected nothing, and arrive in their 
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turn at years of discretion with eyes and mino 
blindfolded, ignorant of the real side of life, not 
knowing that people do not think as they speak, and 
do not speak as they act ; or aware that they should 
live at war, or at all events, in a state of armed 
peace, with the rest of mankind; not suspecting the 
fact that the simple are always deceived, the sincere 
made sport of, the good maltreated. 

Some go on till the day of their death in this 
blind probity and loyalty and honor, so pure-minded 
that nothing can open their eyes. 

Others, undeceived, but without fully understand- 
ing, make mistakes, are dismayed, and become des- 
perate, believing themsehes the playthings of a 
cruel fate, the wretched victims of adverse circum- 
stances, and exceptionally wicked men. 

The Savignols married their daughter Rertha at 
the age of eighteen. She wedded a young^Parisian, 
George Baron by name, who had dealings on the 
Stock Exchange. He was handsome, well-man- 
nered, and apparently all that could be desired. 
But in the depths of his heart he somewhat despised 
his old-fashioncvl parents-in-law, whom he spoke of 
among his intimates as “my dear old fossils ” 

He belonged to a good family, and the girl was 
rich. They settled down m Paris. 

She became one of those provincial Parisians 
whose name is kg ion. She remained in complete 
ignorance of the great city, of its social side, its 
pleasures and its customs — just as she remained 
ignorant also of life, its perfidy and its mysteries. 

Devoted to her house, she knew scarcely anything 
beyond her own street ; and when she ventured into 
another part of Paris it seemed to her that she haid 
2 
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accomplished a long and arduous journey into soM 
unknown, unexplored city. She would then say to 
her husband in the evening: 

have been through the boulevards to-day." 

Two or thiee times a year her husband took her 
to the theatre. These were events the remembrance 
of which never grew dim ; they provided subjects of 
conversation for long afterward. 

Sometimes three months afterward she would 
suddenly burst into laughter, and exclaim : 

‘*Do you remember that actor dressed up as a 
general, who crowed like a cock?” 

Her friends were limited to two families related 
to her own. She spoke of them as “the Martinets” 
and “the Michelins/' 

Her husband li/cd as he p1ea3(d, coming home 
when it suited Mni — ^op’cliine^ nr^i until dawn — al- 
leging busitiess, but not putting htmsolf out over- 
much to account for his movements, well aware that 
no suspicion would ever enter his wife's guileless 
soul. 

But one morning she received an anonymous 
letter. 

She was thunderstruck — too simple-minded to 
understand the infamy of unsigned information and 
to desoise the letter, the writer of which declared 
himself inspired by interest in her happiness, hatred 
of evil, and love of truth. 

This missive told her that her husband had had 
for two years pa«it, a sweetheart, a young widovi 
named Madame Rosset, with whom he spent all his 
evenings. 

Bertha knew neither how to dissemble her grief 
nor bow to spy on her husband When he came 
2 
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Ib for lunch she threw the letter down before him, 
burst into 4ears, and fled to her room. 

He had time to take in the situation and to pre- 
pare his reply. He knocked at his wife’s door. She 
opened it at once, but dared not look at him. He 
smiled, sat down, drew her to his knee, and in a tone 
of light raillery began : 

“My dear child, as a matter of fact, I have a 
friend named Madame Rosset, whom I have known 
for the last ten years, and of whom I have a very 
high opinion. I may add that 1 know scores of other 
people whose names I have never mentioned to you, 
seeing that you do not care for society, or fresh ac- 
quaintances, or functions of any sort. But, to make 
short work of such vile accusations as this, I want 
you to put on your things after lunch, and we’ll go 
together and call on this lady, who will jrery soon 
become a friend of yours, too, I am quite sure.” 

She embraced her husband warmly, and, moved 
by that feminine spirit of curiosity which will not be 
lulled once 'it is aroused, consented to go and see 
this unknown widow, of whom she was, in spite of 
everything, just the least bit jealous. She felt in- 
stinctively that to know a dangei is to be already 
armed against it 

She entered a small, tastefully furnished flat on 
the fourth floor of an attractive house. After wait- 
ing five minutes in a drawing-room rendered some- 
what dark by its many curtains and hangings, a 
door opened, and a very dark, short, rather plump 
young woman appeared, surprised and smiling, 

George introduced them: 

“My wife — Madame Julie Rosset." 

The young widow uttered a half -suppressed cry 
4 
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of astonishment and joy, and ran forward with 
hands outstretched. She had not hojied, she said, 
to have this pleasure, knowing that Madame Baron 
never saw any one, but she was delighted to make 
her acquaintance. She was so fond of George (she 
said “George” in a familiar, sisterly sort of way) 
that she had been most anxious to know his young 
wife and to make friends wi+h her, too. 

By the end of a month the two new friends were 
inseparable. They saw each other every day, some- 
times twice a day, and dined together every evening, 
sometimes at one house, sometimes at the other. 
George no longer deserted his home, no longer 
talked of pressing business. He adored his own 
fireside, he said. 

When, after a time, a fiat in the house where 
Madame Rosset lived became vacant Madame Baron 
hastened to take it, in order to be near her friend 
and spend even more time with her than hitherto 

And for two whole years their friendship was 
without a cloud, a friendship of heart and mind — 
absolute, tender, aevoted. Bertha could hardly 
speak without bringing in Julie's name. To her 
Madame Rosset represented perfection. 

She was utterly appy, calm and contented. 

But Madame Robset fell ill. Bertha hardly left 
her side She spent her nights with her, distracted 
with grief ; even her hushai d seemed inconsolable. 

One morning the doctor, after leaving the in- 
valid's bedside, took George and his wife aside, and 
told them that he considered Julie s condition very 
grave. 

As soon as he had gone the griet stricken hus- 
band and wife sat down opposite each other and 
5 



FORGIVENESS 


pftTe way to tears. That night they both sat up 
with the patient. Bertha tenderly kissed her friend 
from time to time, while George stood at the foot 
of the bed, his eyes gazing steadfastly on the in- 
▼alid’s face. 

The next day she was worse. 

But toward evening she declared she felt better, 
and insisted that her friends should go back to their 
own apartment to dinner. 

They were sitting sadly in the dining-room, 
scarcely even attempting to eat, when the maid 
gave George a note. He opened it, turned pale as 
death, and. rising from the table, said to his wife 
hi a cciiistrained voice: 

“Wait for me. I must leave you a moment, 1 
shall be back in ten minutes. Don’t go away on any 
accoifi,!.” 

And he hurried to his room to gel his hat.^ 

Bertha waited for him, a prey to fresh anxiety. 
Rut, docile in everything, she would not go back to 
her friend till ho returned. 

At hngth, he did not reappear, it occurred to 
her to \lsit his room and see if he had taken his 
gloves, ^'h^s would show whether or not he had 
had a on II to make. 

She saw them at the first glance. Beside them 
lay a crumpled paper, evidently thrown down in 
haste. 

She rccognizod it at once as the note George had 
receivcfl. 

And a burning temptation, the first that had ever 
assailed her, urged her to read it and discover 
the cause of her husband's abrupt departure. Her 
rebellious conscience protested but a devouring and 
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fearful curiosity prevailed. She seized the paper, 
smoothed it out, recognized the tremulous, pendleii 
writing as Julie’s, and read: 

"Come alone and kiss me, my poor dear. I aat 
dying.” 

At first she did not understand, the idea of Julie’s 
death being her uppermost thought. But all at once 
the true meaning ot what she read burst in a Bash 
upon her ; this penciled note threw a lurid light upoa 
her whole existence, revealed the whole infamous 
truth, all the treachery and perfidy of which she had 
been the victim. She understood the long years of 
deceit, the way in which she had been made their 
puppet. She saw them again, sitting side by side 
in the evening, reading by lamplight out of the same 
book, glancing at each other at the end of each page. 

And her poor, indignant, suffering, bleeding 
heart was cast into the depths of a despair which 
knew no bounds. 

Footsteps drew near; she fled, and shut herself 
in her own room 

Presently her husband called her : 

"Come quickly! Madame Rosset is dying.” 

Bertha appeared at her door, and with trembling 
lips replied: 

"Go back to her alone; she does not need me.” 

He looked at her stupid!} dazed with grief, and 
repeated : 

"Come at once I She’s dying, I tell you!” 

Bertha answered: 

“You would rather it were I.” 

Then at last he understood, and returned alone 
to the dying woman’s bedside. 

He mourned her openly, shamelessly, indifferenft 
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to the sorrow of the wife who no longer spoke to 
him, no longer looked at him ; who passed her life in 
solitude, hedged round with disgust, with indignant 
anger, and praying night ai?wi day to God. 

They still lived in the same house, however, and 
sat opposite each other at table, in silence and de- 
spair. 

Gradually his sorrow grew less acute; but she 
did not forgive him. 

And so their life went on, hard and bitter for 
them both. 

For a whole year they remained as complete 
stranoers to each other as if they had never met. 
Bertha nearly lost her reason. 

At last one morning she went out very early, 
and returned about eight o’clock bearing ^in her 
hands an enormous bouquet of white roses. 

And she ‘^ent word to her husband that she 
wanted to speak to him. 

He came — gnxious and uneasy. 

“We are going out together,” she said. "Please 
carry thesgt flowers; they are too heavy for me.” 

A carriage took them to the gate of the cemetery, 
where they alighted. Then, her eyes filling with 
tears, she said to George: 

“Take me to her grave.” 

He trembled, and could not understand her mo- 
tive; but he led the way, still carrying the flowers. 
At last he stopped before a v'hite marble slab, to 
which he pointed without a word. 

She took the bouquet from him, and, kneeling 
down, placed it on the grave. Then she offered up a 
lilent, heartfelt prayer. 
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Behind her stood her husband, overcome by reooir 
lections of the past. 

She rose, and held out her hands to him. 
you wish it, we will be friends, she saidL 



MARTINE 

I T came to him one Sunday after mass. He was 
walking home from church along the by-road 
that led to his house when he saw ahead of him 
Martine^ who was also going home. 

Her father walked beside his daughter with the 
important gait of a rich farmer. Discarding the 
smock, he wore a short coat of gray cloth and on 
his head a round-topped hat with wide brim. 

She, laced up in a corset which she wore only 
once a week, walked along erect, with her squeezed- 
in waist, her broad shoulders and prominCht hips, 
swinging herself a little. She wore a hat trimmed 
with flowers, made by a milliner at Yvetot, and dis- 
played the baek of her full, round, supple nock, red- 
dened by the sun and air, on which fluttered little 
stray locks of hair. 

Benoist saw only her backj but he knew well the 
face he loved, Without, however, having ever noticed 
it more closely than he did now. 

Suddenly he said: “Nom d'un nom, she is a fine 
girl, all the same, that Martine.” He watched her 
as she walked, admiring her hastily, feeling a de- 
sire taking possession of him. He did not long to 
see her face again, no. He kept gazing at her 
figure, repeating to himself: “Nom d'un nom, she 
is a fine girl.” 

Martine turned to the right to enter “La Mar- 
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tinifere,*^ the farm of her father, Jean Martin, and 
she cast a glance behind her as she turned round. 
She saw Benoist, who looked to her very comical 
She called out: “Good-morning, Benoist.” He re- 
plied: “Good-morning, Marline; good-moming, 
mait’ Martin,” and went on his way. 

When he reached home the soup was on the table. 
He sat down opposite his mother beside the farm 
hand and the hired man, while the maid servant went 
to draw some cider. 

He ate a few spoonfuls, then pushed away hts 
plate. His mother said: 

“Don’t you feel well ?” 

“No. 1 feel as if I had some pap in my stomach 
and that takes away my appetite.” 

He watched the others eating, as he cut him- 
self a piece of bread from time to time and car- 
ried it la/ily to his mouth, masticating it slowly. 
He thought of Martine. “She is a fine girl, all the 
same.” And to think that he had not noticed it 
before, and that it came to him, just like that, all 
at once, and with such force that he could not eat. 

He did not touch the stew. His mother said: 

“Come, Benoist, <ry and eat a little; it is loin 
of mutton, it will do you good When one has no 
appetite, they should force themselves to eat.”' 

He swallowed a few morse’s, then, pushing away 
his plate, said: 

“No. I can't go that, positively.” 

When they rose from table he walked round the 
farm, telling the farm hand he might go home and 
that he would drive up the animals as he passed 
by them. 

The country was deserted, as it was the day of 
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rest Here and there in a field of clover cows 
were moving along heavily, with full bellies, chewing 
their cud under a blazing sun. Unharnessed plows 
were standing at the end of a furrow; and the 
upturned earth ready fof the seed showed broad 
brown patches of stubble of wheat and oats that 
had lately been harvested. 

A rather dry autumn wind blew across the plain, 
promising a cool evening after the sun had set. 
Benoist sat down on a ditch, placed his hat on 
his knees as if he needed to cool off his head, and 
said aloud in the stillness of the country: “If you 
want a fine girl, she is a fine girl.” 

He thought of it again at night, in his bed, and in 
the morning when he awoke. 

He was not sad, he was not discontented, he 
could not have told what ailed him It some- 
thing that had hold of him, something fastened in 
his mind, an idea that would not leave him and that 
produced a sort of tickling sensation in his heart. 

Sometime^ a big fly is shut up in a room. You 
hear it flying about, buzzing, and the noise haunts 
you, irritates you. Suddenly it stops; you forget it; 
but all at once it begins again, obliging you to look 
up. You cannot catch it, nor drive it away, nor 
kill it, nor make it keep still. As soon as it settles 
for a second, it starts off buzzing again. 

The recollection of Martine disturbed Benoist's 
mind like an imprisoned fly. 

Then he longed to see her again and walked past 
the Martiniore several times. He saw her, at last, 
hanging out some clothes on a line stretched between 
^ apple trees. 

It was a warm day. She had on only a short skirt 
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and her chemise, showing the curves of her figure 
as she hung up the towels. He remained there, 
concealed by the hedge, for more than an hour, 
even after vshe had left. He returned home more 
obsessed with her image than ever. 

For a month his mind was full of her, he trembled 
when her name was mentioned in his presence. He 
could not eat, he had night sweats that kept him 
from sleeping. 

On Sunday, at mass, he never took his eyes off 
her. She noticed it and smiled at him, flattered at 
his appreci*' ‘ion. 

One evening, he suddenly met her in the road. 
She stopped short when she saw him coming. Then 
he walkoil right up to her, choking with fear and 
emotion, but determined to speak to her. He began 
falterintrly : 

“See here, Marline, this cannot go on like this any 
longer.” 

She replied as if she wanted to tease him: 

“What cannot go on any longer, Benoist?” 

“My thinking of you as many hours as there are 
in the day,” he answered. 

She put her hands on her hips. 

“I do not oblic^ vnu to do so.” 

“Yes, it is you,” he stammered; “I cannot sleep, 
nor rest, nor eat, nor anything.” 

“What do you need to ci re you of all that ?” she 
asked. 

He stood there in dismay, his arms swinging, his 
eyes staring, his mouth agape. 

She hit him a punch in the stomach and ran off. 

From that day they met each o+her along the 
roadside, in by-roads or else at twilight on the edge 
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of o field, when he was goTng home with his horses 
and she was driving her cows home to the stable. 

He felt himself carried, cast toward her by a 
strong impulse of his heart and body. He would 
have liked to squeeze her, strangle her, eat her, 
make her part of himself. And he trembled with 
impotence, impatience, rage, to think she did not be- 
long to him entirely, as if they were one being. 

People gossiped about it in the countryside. They 
said they were engaged. He had, besides, asked 
her if she would be his wife, and she had answered 
“Yes.»* 

They were waiting for an opportunity to talk 
V) their parents about it. 

But, al^ at once, she stopped coming to meet him 
at the usual hour. He did not even sec her as he 
wandered round the farm. He could only^catch a 
glimpse of her at mass on Sunday. And one Sun- 
day, after the sermon, the priest actually published 
the banns of niarriage between Victoiie-Adelaide- 
Martin and Jpscphm-lsidoie Vallin. 

Benoist fell a sensation in his hands as if the blood 
had been drained off. He had a buzzing in the 
ears, and couM hear nothing; and presently he per- 
ceived that his tears wore falling on his prayer book. 

For a month he stayed in his room. Then he 
went back to his work. 

But he was not cured, and it was always in hii 
mind. He avoided the roads that led past her home, 
so that he might not even see the trees in the yard, 
and this obliged him to make a great circuit morn- 
ing and evening. 

She was now married to Vallin, the richest farmer 
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in the district Benoist and he did not speak now, 
though they had been comrades from childhood. 

One evening, as Benoist was passing the town hall, 
he heard that she was enceinte. Instead of ex- 
periencing a feeling of sorrow, he experienced, on 
the contrary, a feeling of relief. It was over, now, 
all over. They were more separated by that than 
by her marriage. He really preferred that it should 
be so. 

Months passed, and more month**. He caught 
sight of her, occasionally, going to the village with 
a heavier step than usual. She blushed as she saw 
him, lowered her head and quickened her pace. And 
he turned out of his way so as not to pass her and 
meet her glance. 

He dreaded the thought that he might one morn- 
ing meet her face to face, and be obliged to speak 
to her. Whal could he say to her now, after all 
he had said formerly, when he held her hands as 
he kissed her hair beside her chocks? He often 
thought of those meetings along the roadside. She 
had acted hoiridly after all her promises. 

By degrees his grief diminished, leaving only sad- 
ness behind. An one day he took the old road 
that led past the farm where she now lived. He 
looked at the roof from a distance. It was there, 
in there, that she lived with another! The apple 
trees were in bloom, the cocks crowed on Ihe dung- 
hill. The whole dwelling seemed empty, the farm 
hands had gone to the fields to their spring toil. 
He stopped near the gate and looked into the yard. 
The dog was asleep outside his kennel, three calves 
were walking slowly, one behind the other, towards 
the pond. A big turkey strutting before the 
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door, parading before the turkey hens like a singer 
at the opera. 

Benoist leaned against the gate post and was sud« 
denly seized with a desire to weep. But suddenly, 
he heard a cry, a loud cry for help coming from 
the house. He was struck with dismay, his hands 
grasping the wooden bars of the gate, and listened 
attentively. Another cry, a prolonged, heai trend- 
ing cry, reached his ears, his soul, his flesh. It 
was she \\ho was crying like that ! He darted inside, 
crossed the grass patch, pushed open the door, and 
saw her lying on the floor, her body drawn up, her 
face livid, her eyes haggard, in the throes of child- 
birth. 

He stood there, trembling and paler than she was, 
and stammered: 

“Here T am, here I am, Martine 1” 

She replied in gasps; 

“Oh, do not leave me, do not leave me, Benoist!” 

He looked at her, not knowing what to say, what 
to do. She began to cry out again: 

“Oh, oh, it IS killing me. Oh, Benoist!” 

She writhed fnghtfully. 

Benoist was suddenly seized with a frantic longing 
to help her, to quiet her, to remove her pain. He 
leaned over, lifted her up and laid her on her bed; 
and while she kept on moaning he began to take off 
her clothes, her jacket, her skirt anrl her petticoat. 
She bit her fists to keep from crying out. Then he 
did as he was accustomed to doing for cows, ewes, 
and marcs; he assisted in delivering her and found 
in his hands a large infant who was moaning. 

He wiped it off and wraped it up in a towel that 
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was drying in front of the fire, and laid it on a 
bundle of clothes ready for ironing that was on the 
table. Then he went back to the mother. 

He took her up and placed her on the floor again, 
then he changed the bedclothes and put her back 
into bed. She faltered: 

“Thank you, Benoist, you have a noble heart" 
And then she wept a little as if she felt regretful. 

He did not love her any longer, not the least bit 
It was all over. Why? How? He could not 
have said. What had happened had cured him 
better than ten years of absence. 

She asked, exhausted and trembling: 

“What is nr 

He replied calmly: 

“It is a very fine girl.” 

Then they were silent again. At the end of a 
few moments, the mother, in a weak voice, said: 

“Show her to me, Benoist." 

He took up the little one and was showing it 
her as if he were holding the consecrated wafef« 
when the door opened, and Isidore Vallin appeared. 

He did not understand at first, then all at once 
he guessed. 

Benoist, in consternation, stammered out: 

“I was passing, I was iust passing by when I 
heard her crying out, and I came — there is your 
child, Vallin!” 

Then the husband, his eyes full of tears, stepped 
forward, took the little mite of humanity that he 
held out to him, kissed it, unable to speak from 
emotion for a few seconds ; then placing the child on 
the bed, he held out both hands to Benoist, saying: 
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^our hand upon it, Benoist From now on we 
luiderstand each other. 1£ you are willing, we will 
be a pair of friends, a pair of friends V* 

And Benoist replied: 

**lndeed I will, certainly, indeed 1 wilL*' 



A QUEER NIGHT IN PARIS 

M ATTRE SAVAL, notary at Vernon, was 
pas''»ionatcly fond of music. Although still 
yoiiii" he was already bald; he was always 
carefully j haven, was somewhat corpulent as was 
suitable, and wore a gold pince-nez instead of spec- 
tacles. Ife wa<; active, gallant and cheerful and was 
considered quite an artist in Vernon. He played the 
piano and the \ioliii, and gave inusicalb where the 
new operas were interpreted. 

He l^ad even what is called a bit of a voice; noth- 
ing but a hit, a very little bit of a voice; but he 
managed it with so much taste that cries of 
“Bravo!” “Exquisite!” “Surprising!” “Adoiable!” 
issued from every throaj as soon as he had mur- 
mured the last note. 

He subscribed to a music publishing house in 
Paris, and they mt him the latest music, and from 
time to time lie sent invitations after this fashion to 
the elite of the town: 

“You aic invited to be present on Monday eve- 
ning at tliP house of M. Saval, notary. Vernon, at the 
first rendering of 'Sais.'” 

A few officers, gifted with good voices, formed 
the chorus. Two or three lady amateurs also sang. 
The notary filled the part of leader of the orchestra 
with so much correctness that the bandmaster of 
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the 190th regiment of the line said of him, one day, 
at the Cafe de TEurope: 

“Oh! M. Saval is a master. It is a great pity 
that he did not adopt the career of an artist.” 

When his name was mentioned in a drawing- 
room, there was always somebody found to declare: 
“He is not an amateur; he is an artist, a genuine 
artist.” 

And two or three persons repeated, in a tone of 
profound conviction: 

“Oh! yes, a genuine artist,” laying particular 
stress on the word “genuine.” 

Every time that a new work was interpreted at 
a big Parisian theatre M. Saval paid a visit to the 
capital. 

Now, last year, according to his custom, he went 
to hear Henri VJIL He then took the express 
which arrives in Paris at 4:30 p.m., intcndirjg to re- 
turn by the 12*35 a.m. train, so as not lo have to 
sleep at a hotel. He had put on evening dress, a 
black coat and white tic, which he rcmcealed under 
his overcoat vbilh the collar turned up. 

As soon as he set foot on the Rue d'Anisterdam, 
he felt himself in quite jovial mood. He said to 
himself : 

“Decidedly, the air of Paris does not resemble 
any other air. It has in it something indescribably 
stimulating, exciting, intoxicating, which fills you 
with a strange longing to dance about and to do 
many other things. As soon as 1 arrive here, it 
seems to me, all of a sudden, that I have taken a bot- 
tle of champagne. What a life one can lead in this 
city in the midst of artists! Happy are the elect, 
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the great men who make themselves a reputation in 
such a city ! What an existence is theirs !'* 

And he made plans; he would have liked to know 
some of these celebrated men, to talk about them in 
Vernon, and to spend an evening with them from 
time to time in Paris. 

But sudilenly an idea struck him. He had heard 
allusions to little cafes in the outer boulevards at 
which well-known painters^ men of letters, and even 
musicians gatluTed, and he proceeded to go up to 
Montmartre at a slow pace. 

He had two hours before him. He wanted to look 
about him. He passed in front of taverns fre- 
quented by belated bohemians, gazing at the differ* 
ent faces, seeking to discover the artists. Finally, 
he came to the sign of “The Dead Rat,” and, al- 
lured by the name, he entered. 

Five nr six women, with their elbows resting on 
the marble tables, were talking in low tones about 
their love affairs, tiie quarrels of Lucie and Hor- 
tense, and the scoundrelisin of Octave. They were 
no longer young, w-ere too fat or too thin, tired out, 
used up. You could sec that they were almost bald; 
and they drank beer like men. 

M Saval sat down at some distance from them 
and waited, for ti^ hour for taking absinthe was at 
hand. 

A tall young man soon ^ame in and took a seat 
beside him. The landlady called him M. “Roman- 
tin.” The notary quivered. Was thia the Romantiii 
who had taken a medal at the last Salon? 

The >oung man made a sign to the waiter. 

“You will bring up my dinner at once, and thctt 
carry to my new studio, 1$ Boukvard de Clichj, 
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tfiirtjr bottles of beer, and the ham I ordered this 
morning. We are going to have a housewarming." 

M. Saval immediately ordered dinner. Then, he 
took off his overcoat, so that his dress suit and his 
white tie could be seen. His neighbor did not seem 
to notice him. He had taken up a newspaper, and 
was reading it. M. Saval glanced sideways at him, 
burning with the desire to speak to him. 

Two young men entered, in red vests and with 
peaked beards, in ihe fashion of Henry III. They 
sat down opposite Roman tin. 

The first of the pair said : 

"Is it for this evening?" 

Roman till pressed his hand. 

"I believe you, old chap, and everyone will be 
there. I have Bonnat, Guillemet, Gervox, Beraud, 
Hebert, Due?, flairin, and Jean-Paul T.atncns. It 
will be a stunning affair! And wonum, too I Wait 
till you sec ^ Livery actress without exception — 
of course I mean, you know, all those who have 
AOthing to do this evening." 

The landlord of the e^^tablishmcnt c.imc across. 

“Do you often have this housewarming?" 

The painter replied: 

“I believe you, every three mouths, each quar- 
ter." 

M. Saval could not restrain himself any longer, 
and in a hesitating voice said: 

“I beg your pardon for intruding on you, mon- 
sieur, but I heard your name mentioned, and I would 
be very glad to know if you really are M. Roman tin, 
whose work in the last Salon I have so much ad- 
mired?” 

The painter answered: 

4 
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"I ana the very person, monsieur.” 

The notary then paid the artist a very well-turned 
compliment, showing that he was a man of culture. 

Tlie painter, gratified, thanked him politely in 
reply. 

Then they chattered. Romantin returned to the 
stAbject of his housewarming, going into details as 
to the magnificence of the forthcoming entertain* 
nient. 

M. Snval questioned him as to all the men he was 
going to icccive, adding: 

*Tt wouM be an extraordinaiy piece of good for- 
tune for a sli anger to meet at one time so many 
celebntiec asscnihied in the studio of an artist of 
your rank ” 

Romantin. vanquished, replied: 

'Tf it would be agreeable to you, come.” 

M. Sdval accepted the invitation with enthusiasm^ 
reflecunc: 

‘T bhaJt li<*\c time enough to see Henri VIII" 

Both of tile /a had finished their meal. The notary 
insisted on pa) ing the two bills, wishing to repay his 
neighbor’*, civilities. He also paid for the drinks 
of the young fellows in red velvet; then he left the 
establisfiraent with the painter. 

They .topped in front of a very long, low hous^ 
the fiibt siory hav* ,o tne appearance of an intermi- 
nable conservatory. Six studios stood in a row with 
their frorus taring the bouHvards. 

Rom ami n was the first to €nter, and, ascending 
the stairs, he opened a door, and lighted a match and 
then a candle. 

They found themselves in an immense apartment, 
the furniture of which consited of three chairs, two 
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easels, and a few sketches standing on the ground 
along the walls. M. Saval remained standing at 
the door soincwhiL astonished. 

The painter remarked: 

‘‘Here you are ! we’ve got to the spot ; but every- 
thing has yet to be done.” 

Then, examining the high, bare apartment, its 
ceiling disappearing in the darkness, he said: 

“We might make a great deal out of this studio.” 

He walked round it, surveying it with the utmost 
attention, then went on: 

'T know sf'ineone who might easily give a help- 
ing hand. Women are incomparable for hanging 
drapery. Ihit 1 sent her to the country lor to-day in 
order to get hci off my hands this evening. It is 
not that she bores me, but she is too much lacking 
in the ways of good society. It would be embar- 
rassing to my guests.” 

He reflected for a few seconds, and thep added: 

“She is a good girl, but not eas^ to deal with. 
If she knew that I was holding a reception, she 
would tear out my cyc'i.” 

M. Saval bad not even moved ; he did not under- 
stand. 

The artist came over to him. 

“Since I have invited you, you will assist me 
about something ” 

The notary said emphatically: 

“Make any use of me you please. I am at your 
disposal.” 

Romantin took off his jacket. 

“Well, citizen, to work! We are first going to 
clean up.”* 

He went to the back of the easel, on which there 
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was a canvas representing a cat, and seized a retj 
worn-out broom. 

‘*1 say! Just brush up while 1 look after the 
lighting.” 

M. Saval took the broom, inspected it, and then 
began to sweep the floor very awkwardly, raising a 
whirlwind of dust. 

Romantin, disgusted, stopped him: “Deuce take 
it ! you don*t know how to sweep the floor 1 Look at 
me!” 

And he began to roll before him a heap of grayish 
sweepings, as if he had done nothing else all his 
life. Then, he gave back the broom to the notary, 
who imitated him. 

In five minutes, such a cloud of dust filled the 
studio that Romantin asked: 

“Where are you? I can't see you any longer.” 

M. Saval, who was coughing, came near to him. 
The painter said: 

“How would you set about making a chande- 
lier ?” 

The other, surprised, asked: 

“What chandelier?” 

“Why, a chandelier to light the room — a chande- 
lier with wax-candles.” 

The notary di not understand. 

He an<?wered : “I don't know.” 

The painter began to jump about, cracking his 
fingers. 

“Well, monireigneur, I have found out a way.” 

Then he went on more calmly : 

“Have you got five francs about you?” 

M. Saval replied: 

“Why, yes.” 
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The artist said: ''Well! you'll go out and buy fot 
me five francs’ worth of wax-candles while I go and 
see the cooper/* 

And be pushed the notary in his evening coat into 
the street. At the end of five minutes, they had re- 
turned, one of them with the wax-candles and the 
other with the hoop of a cask. Then Romantin 
plunged his hand into a cupboard, and drew forth 
twenty empty bottles, which he fixed in the form of 
a crown around the lioop. 

He then went downstairs to borrow a ladder from 
the janitress, after having explained that he had 
made interest with the old woman by painting the 
portrait of her cat, exhibited on the easel. 

WTien he returned with the ladder, he said to M. 
Saval : 

“Are you active?" 

The other, without understanding, answered: 

“Why, yes," 

“Well, you just climb up there, and fasten this 
chandelier for me to the ring of the ceiling. Then, 
you put a wax -candle in each bottle, and light it. I 
tell you I haVe a genius for lighting up. But off 
with your coat, damn it! You are just like a 
Jeanies." 

The door was opened brusquely. A woman ap- 
peared, her eyes flashing, and remained standing on 
the threshold. 

Romantin gazed at her with a look of terror. 

She waited some seconds, crossing her arms over 
her breast, and then in a shrill, vibrating, exas- 
perated voice said : 

“Ha! you dirty scoundrel, is this the way you 
leave me?” 
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Romantin made no reply. She went on; 

'‘Ha! you scoundrel! You did a nice thing in 
packing me off to the country. You'll soon see the 
wjiy ril settle your jollification. Yes, Vm going to 
receive your friends.*' 

She grew warmer. 

“Fm going to slap their faces with the bottles and 
the wax caudles ** 

Romantin said in a soft tone: 

“Matliildc •* 

But she did not pay any attention to him; sho 
went on: 

“Wail a Title, my fine fellow ! wait a little !** 

Romantin went over to her, and tried to take her 
by the hands. 

“Mathilde ” 

But she was now fairly under way; and on she 
went, enpUiiig the vials of her wrath with strong 
words and r« proaches. They flowed out of her 
mouth liivO a stream sweeping a heap of filth along 
with it Ihe words pouring forth seemed struggling 
for exit. She stuttered, stammered, yelled, sud- 
denly recovering her voice to cast forth an insult 
or a curse 

He seized her hands without her having noticed 
it. She did not ‘ em to sec anvthing, so taken up 
was she in scolding and relieving her feelines. And 
suddenly ‘ !ic began to weep. The tears flowed from 
her eyes, but this did not 'p her complaints. But 
her words were uttered in a screaming falsetto voice 
with tears in it and interrupted by sobs She com- 
menced afresh twice or three times, till she stopped 
as if someihing wore choking her, and at last she 
ceased with a regular flood of tears 
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Then he clasped her in his arms and kissed her 
hair, affected himself. 

**Mathilde, my little Mathilde^ listen. You must 
be reasonable. You know, if I give a supper-party 
to my friends, it is to thank these gentlemen for the 
medal I got at the Salon. I cannot receive women. 
You ought to understand that. It is not the same 
with artists as with other people." 

She stammered in the midst of her tears; 

Why didn't you tell me this ?" 

He replied: 

*‘It was in order not to annoy you, not to give 
you pain. Listen, Tm going to see you home. You 
will be very sensible, very nice; you will remain 
quietly waiting for me in bed, and I’ll come back as 
soon as it's over." 

She murmured: 

"Yes, but >ou will not begin over again?" 

"No, I swear to you*" 

He turned tow arils M. Saval, who had rfl last 
hooked on the chandelier: 

"My dear friend, I am coming back in five min- 
utes. If anyone arrives in my absence, do the 
honors for me, 'will you not ?" 

And he carried off Mathilde, who kept drying her 
eyes with her handkerchief as she went along. 

Left to himself, M. Saval succeeded m putting 
everything around him in order. Then he lighted 
the wax-candles, and waited. 

He waited for a quarter of an hour, half an hour, 
an hour. Roniantin did not return. Then, suddenly 
there was a drcaidfiil noise on the stains, a song 
shouted out in chorus by twenty mouths and a regu- 
lar march like that of a Prussian regiment The 
10 
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whole house was shaken by the steady tramp of feet 
The door flew open^ and a motley throng appeared— 
men and women in file, two and two holding each 
other by the arm and stamping their heels on the 
ground to mark time, advanced into the studio like 
a snake uncoiling itself. They howled: 

"Come, and let us all be merry. 

Pretty maids and soldiers gayl" 

M. Saval, thunderstruck, remained standing ia 
evening dress under the chandelier. The procession 
of revellers caught sight of him, and uttered a shout: 

"A Jeames ♦ A. Jearaes !” 

And they began whirling round him, surrounding 
him with a circle of vociferations. Then they took 
each other by the hand and went dancing about 
madly. 

He attempted to explain: 

“Messieurs — messieurs — ^mesdames 

But they did not listen to him. They whirled 
about, they jumped, they brawled. 

At last, tlie dancing ceased. M. Saval said: 

^‘Gentlemen ” 

A tall young fellow, fair-haired and bearded to 
the nose, interrupted him: 

"What*s your name, my friend?” 

The notary, quite scared, said: 

"I am IL Saval.” 

A voice exclaimed: 

•‘You mean Baptiste.” 

A woman said: 

^'Let the poor waiter alone ! You’ll end by mak- 
ing him get angry. He’s paid to wait on us» and 
not to be laughed at by us.” 

XI 
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Then, M. Saval noticed that each guest had 
brought his own provisions. One held a bottle of 
wine, and the other a pie* This one had a loaf of 
bread, and one a ham. 

The tall, fair young fellow placed in his hands an 
enormous sausage, and gave orders : 

‘‘Here, go and arrange the sideboard in the cor- 
ner over there. Put the bottles at the left and the 
provisions at the right.” 

Sava!, gutting quite distracted, exclaimed; “But, 
messieurs, I arn a notary !” 

There wa.s a moment's silence and then a wild 
outburst of laughter. One suspicious gentleman 
asked : 

“How came >ou to be here?” 

He explained, telling about his project of going 
to the opera, his departute from Veri'on, his ar- 
rival in Paris, and the way in which he had spent the 
evening. 

They sat around him to listen to him; they 
greeted him with words of applau*ie, and called him 
Scheherarndc, 

Romaiitin did not return. Other arrived 

M. Saval presented to them so that he rd'^ht be- 
gin his story over ae:ain. ITe declined; they forced 
him to relate it. They seated and tied him on one 
of three chairs between two w^onieti who kept con- 
stantly Ailing bis gla.ss. He drank; he latiglrd; he 
talked: he loo. He tried to w^all^ with his 

chair, and fell on the ground. 

From that moment, he forgot everything. It 
seemcfl to him, however, that they nnriresscd him, 
put him to beti, anrl that he was nans?-:it.d 

When he awoke, it was broad daylight, and he 
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lay stretched with his feet against a cupboard, in a 
strange bed. 

An old woman with a broom in her hand was 
glaring angrily at him. At last, she said : 

“Clear out, you blackguard! Clear out! What 
right has anyone to get drunk like this?” 

He sat up in bed, feeling very ill at ease. He 
asked : 

“Where am I?” 

“Where are you, you dirty scamp? You are 
drunk. Take your rotten carcass out of here as 
quick as you can — and lose no time about it !” 

He wanted to get up. He found that he was in 
no condition to do so. His clothes had disappeared. 
He blurtf*d out: 

“Madame. I 

Then he remembered. . . . What was he ts 
do? He asked: 

“Did Monsieur Romantin come back?” 

The (lor)i keeper shouted: 

“Will you take your dirty carcass out of this, so 
that he ai any rale may not catch you here?” 

M. Savai said, in a state of confusion: 

“I havcn'i got iiiy clothes; they have been taken 
away from me.” 

He h'td to wait, to explain his situation, give no- 
tice to his fiii'j'.ds, and borrow some money to buy 
clothes. Jo- did not leave Paris till excelling. 

Ami vvlnn ])ec»plc* talk about mt ^ic to him in his 
beautiful drawiug-room in Vcinon he declares with 
an air of .xuthority titat painting is a very inferior 
art. 


IS 



THAT COSTLY RIDE 

T he household lived frugally on the mea^r 
income derived from the hnsbaiurs insignifi- 
cant appointments. Two children had been 
bom of the marriage, and the earlier condition of 
the strictest economy had become one of quiet, con- 
cealed, shamefaced misery, the poverty of a noble 
family which in spite of misfortune never forgets 
its rank. 

Hector dc Gribclin had been educated in the prov- 
inces, under the paternal roof, by an aged priest. 
His people wore not rich, but they managed to live 
and to keep up appearances. 

At twenty years of age they tried to find him a 
position, and he entered the Ministry of Marine as 
a clerk at sixty pounds a year. He foiindtred on the 
rock of life lik^ all those who have not been early 
prepared for its rude struggles, who look at life 
through a mist, who do not know how to protect 
themselves, whose special aptitudes and faculties 
have not been developed from cliildhood, whose early 
training has not developed the rough energy needed 
for the battle of life or furnished them widi tool or 
weapon. 

His first three years of office work wc^-c a martyr- 
dom. 

He had, however, renewed the acquaintance of a 
few friends of his family— elderly people, far behind 
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the times* and poor like himself* who lived in aristo- 
cratic streets, the gloomy thoroughfares of the Fau- 
bourg Saint-Germain; and he had created a social 
circle for himself. 

Strangers to modern life, humble yet proud* these 
needy aristocrats lived in the upper stories of sleepy, 
old-world houses. From top to bottom of their 
dwellings the tenants were titled, but money seemed 
just as scarce on the ground floor as in the attics. 

Their eternal prejudices* absorption in their rank, 
anxiety lest they should lose caste* filled the minds 
and thoughts of these families once so brilliant, now 
ruined by the idleness of the men of the family. 
Hector de Gribelin met in this circle a young girl as . 
well born and as poor as himself and married her. 

They had two children in four years. 

For four years more the husband and wife* har- 
assed by poverty, knew no other distraction than the 
Sunday walk in the Champs-Elysees and a few eve- 
nings at the theatre (amounting in all to one or two 
in the course of the winter) which they owed to free 
passes presented by some comrade or other. 

But in the spring of the following year some over- 
time work was entrusted to Hector dc Gribelin by 
his chief, for which he received the large sum of 
three hundred francs. 

The day he brought the money home he said to his 
wife: 

“My dear Henrietta* wc must indulge in some 
sort of festivity — say an outing tor the children.” 

And after a long di<^cussion it was decided that 
they should go and lunch one day in the country. 

“Well,” cried Hector, “once will not break us, so 
we’U hire a wagonette for you* the children and tk^ 
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maid And I’ll have a saddle horse; the exercise will 
do me good.” 

The whole week long they talked of nothing but 
the projected excursion. 

Every evening, on his return from the office, Hec- 
tor caught up his elder son, put him astride his leg, 
and, making him bounce up and down as hard as he 
could, said: 

”That’s how daddy will gallop next Sunday.” 

And the youngster amused himself all day long 
by bestriding chairs, dragging them round the room 
and shouting: 

“This is daddy on horseback !” 

The servant herself gazed at her master with awe- 
struck eyes as she thought of him riding alongside 
the carriage, an^l at meal-times she listened with all 
her ears while he spoke of riding and recounted the 
exploits of his youth, when he lived at home with his 
father. Oh, he had learned in a good schofJi, and 
once he felt his steed between his legs he feared 
nothing — nothing whatever ! 

Rubbing his hands, he repeated gaily to his wife: 

“If only tlit^ would give me a restive animal I 
should be all the ])etter pleased. Yoii’ll see how well 
I can ride; and if you like we'll come back by the 
Champs- Kly sees just as all the people arc returning 
from the Bois. As we shall make a good appearance, 
I shouldn't at all object to meeting some one from 
the ministry. That is all that is necessary to insure 
the respect of one’s chiefs.” 

On the day appointed the carriage and the riding 
horse arrived at the same moment before the door. 
Hector went down immediately to examine his 
mount He had had straps sewn to his trousers and 
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flourished in his hand a whip he had bought the eve- 
ning before. 

He raised the horse’s legs and felt them one after 
another, passed his hand over the animal’s neck» 
flank and hocks, opened his mouth, examined his 
teeth, declared his age; and then, the whole house- 
hold having collected round him, he delivered a dis- 
course on the horse in general and the specimen 
before him in particular, pronouncing the latter ex- 
cellent in every respect. 

When the rest of the party had taken their seats 
in the carriage he examined the saddle-girth; then, 
putting his foot in the stirrup, he sprang to the sad- 
dle. The animal began to curvet and nearly threw 
his rider. 

Hector, not altogether at his ease, tried to soothe 
him; 

"Come, come, good horse, gently now!” 

Then, when the horse had recovered his equanim- 
ity and the rider his nerve, the latter asked: 

“Are you ready ?” 

The occupants of the carriage replied with me 
voice : 

"Yes.” 

“Forward I” he commanded. 

And the cavalcade set out. 

All looks were centered on him. He trotted in 
the English style, rising unnec^ ^sarily high in the 
saddle, looking at times as if he vere mounting into 
space. Sometimes he seemed on the point of falling 
forward on the horse’s mane; his eyes were fixed, 
bis face drawn, his cheeks pale. 

His wife, holding one of the children on her 
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faieet, and the servant, who was carrying the otfaeTt 
continually cried out : 

^Look at papa ! look at papa !” 

And the two boys, intoxicated by the motion of 
the carriage, by their delight and by the keen air^ 
ottered shrill cries. The horse, frightened by the 
noise they made, started off at a gallop, and while 
Hector was trying to control his steed his hat fell 
off, and the driver had to get down and pick it up. 
When the equestrian had recovered it he called to 
his wife from a distance : 

^"Don’t let the children shout like that! They’ll 
make the horse bolt 1” 

They lunched on the grass in the Vesinet woods, 
having brought provisions with them in the carriage. 

Although the driver was looking after the three 
horses, Hector rose every minute to see if his own 
lacked anything ; he patted him on the neck and fed 
him with bread, cakes and sugar. 

^'He’s an unequal trotter,” he declared. *Hc 
certainly shook me up a little at first, but, as you 
saw, 1 soon got used to it. He knows his master 
now and won’t giye any more trouble.” 

As had been decided, they returned by the 
Champs-Elysees. 

That spacious thoroughfare literally swarmed with 
vehicles of eveiy kind, and on the sidewalks the 
pedestrians were so numerous that they looked like 
two indeterminate black ribbons unfurling their 
length from the Arc de Triomphe to the Place de la 
Concorde. A Hood of sunlight played on this gay 
scene, making the varnish of the carriages, the sted 
of the harness and the handles of the carriage doors 
shtne with dazzling brilliancy. 
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An intoxication of life and motion seemed to lum 
kivaded this assemblage of human beings, carriages 
and horses. In the distance the outlines of the Obe- 
lisk could be discerned in a cloud of golden vapor. 

As soon as Hector’s horse had passed the Arc de 
Triomphe he became suddenly imbued with fresh 
energy, and, realizing that his stable was not far 
off, began to trot rapidly through the maze of wheels^ 
despite all his rider’s efforts to restrain him. 

The carriage was now far behind. When the 
horse arrived opposite the Palais de I’lndustrie he 
saw a clear field before him, and, turning to the 
right, set off at a gallop. 

An old woman wearing an apron was crossing 
the road in leisurely fashion. She happened to be 
just in Hector’s way as be arrived on the scene rid- 
ing at full speed. Powerless to control his mount, 
he shouted at the top of his voice: 

“Hi! Look out there ! Hi!” 

She must have f>een deaf, for she continued peace- 
fully on her way until the awful moment when, 
struck by the horse’s chest as by a locomotive under 
full steam, she rolled ten paces off, turning three 
somersaults on the way. 

Voices yelled: 

“Stop him I” 

Hector, frantic wita terror, clung to the horse's 
mane and shouted: 

“Help! help!” 

A terrible jolt hurled him, as if shot from a gun, 
over his horse’s ears and cast him into the arms of 
a policeman who was running up to stop him. 

In the space of a second a furious, gesticulating, 
Vociferating group had gathered round htm. An old 
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gentleman with a white mustache, wearing a large 
round decoration, seemed particularly exasperat^ 
He repeated: 

^'Confound it! When a man is as awkward as 
all that he should remain at home and not come 
killing people in the streets, if he doesn't know how 
to handle a horse,” 

Four men arrived on the scene, carrying the old 
woman. She appeared to be dead. H^r skin was 
like parchment, her cap on one side and she was 
covered with dust. 

‘‘Take her to a druggist's,” ordered the old gen- 
telman, “and let us go to the commissary of police.” 

Hector started on his way with a policeman on 
cither side of him, a third was leading his horse. A 
crowd followed them — and suddenly the wagonette 
appeared in sight. His wife alighted in consterna- 
tion, the servant lost her head, the children wnim- 
pered. He explained that he would soon be at home, 
that he had knocked a woman down and that there 
was not much the matter. And his family, distracted 
with anxiety, went on their way. 

When they arrived before the commissary the 
explanation took place m few words. He gave his 
name — Hector de Gribelin, employed at the Ministry 
of Marine; and then they awaited news of the in- 
jured woman. A policeman who had been sent to 
obtain information returned, saying that she had 
recovered consciousness, but was complaining of 
frightful internal pain. She was a charwoman, sixty- 
live years of age, named Madame Simon. 

When he heard that she was not dead Hector 
regained hope and promised to defray her doctor's 
bill. Then he hastened to the druggist's. The door- 
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way was thronged; the injured woman, huddled m 
an armchair, was groaning. Her arms hung at her 
sides, her face was drawn. Two doctors were still 
engaged in examining her. No bones were brokeiv 
but they feared some internal lesion. 

Hector addressed her: 

•‘Do you suffer much?’* 

•‘Oh. yes!” 

“Where is the pain?” 

“I feel as if my stomach were on fire.** 

A doctor approached. 

“Are you the gentleman who caused the acci- 
dent?” 

“I am.” 

“This woman ought to be sent to a home. I know 
one where they would lake her at six francs a day* 
Would you like me to send her there?” 

Hector was delighted at the idea, thanked him 
and returned home much relieved. 

His wife, dissolved in tears, was awaiting him* 
He reassured her. 

“It’s all right. This Madame Simon is better 
already and will be quite well in two or three days. 
I have sent her to a home. It’s all right.” 

When he left his office the next day he went to 
inquire for Madame Simon. He found her eating 
rich soup with an air of great satisfaction. 

“Well?’' said he. 

“Oh, sir,” she replied, “I’m just the same. I fed 
sort of crushed — not a bit better.” 

The doctor declared they must wait and sec; 
some complication or other might arise. 

Hector waited three days, then he returned. The 
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old wotnan, fresh-faced and clear-eyed, began to 
whine when she saw him : 

can’t move, sir ; I can't move a bit I shall be 
like this for the rest of my days." 

A shudder passed through Hector's frame. He 
asked for the doctor, who merely shrugged his shoul- 
ders and said: 

"What can I do? I can't tell what’s wrong with 
her. She shrieks when they try to raise her. They 
can't even move her chair from one place to another 
without her uttering the most distressing cries. I 
am bound to believe what she tells me ; I can’t look 
into her inside. So long as I have no chance of see- 
ing her walk I am not justified in supposing her to 
be telling lies about herself," 

The old woman listened, motionless, a malicious 
gleam in her eyes. 

A week passed, then a fortnight, then a month. 
Madame Simon did not leave her armchair. She ate 
from morning to night, grew fat, chatted gaily with 
the other patients and seemed to enjoy her immo- 
bility as if it were the rest to which she was entitled 
after fifty years of goitig up and down stairs, of 
turning mattresses, of carrying coal from one story 
to another, of sweeping and dusting. 

Hector, at his wits' end. came to see her every 
day. Every day he found her calm and serene, de- 
claring : 

"1 can’t move, sir ; I shall never be able to move 
again." 

Every evening Madame de Gribelin, devoured 
with anxiety, said: 

"How is Madame Simon?" 
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And every time he replied with a resignatioa bom 
of despair : 

“Just the same ; no change whatever, * 

They dismissed the servant, whose wages they 
could no longer afford. They economized more rig- 
idly than ever. The whole of the extra pay had 
been swallowed up. 

Then Hector summoned four noted doctors, who 
met in consultation over the old woman. She let 
them examine her, feel her, sound her, watching 
them the while with a cunning eye. 

“We must make her walk,“ said one. 

“But, sirs. T can't I" she cried. “I can't move !** 

Then they took hold of her, raised her and dragged 
her a short distance, but she slipped from their 
grasp and fell to the floor, groaning and giving vent 
to such heartrending cries that they carried her back 
to her seat with infinite care and precaution. 

They pronounced a guarded opinion — agreeing^ 
however, that work was an impossibility to her. 

And when Hector brought this news to his wife 
she sank on a chair, murmuring: 

“It would be better to bring her here; it would 
cost us less." 

He started in amazement. 

“Here? In our o’’ n house? How can you think of 
such a thing?” 

But she, resigned now to anything, replied with 
tears in her eyes: 

“But what can we do, n*y love? It’s not my 
fault I” 
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1 

A bout half-past five one afternoon at the end 
of June when the sun was shining warm and 
bright into the large courtyard, a very ele- 
gant victoria with two beautiful black horses drew 
up in front of the mansion. 

The Cointesse de Mascaret came down the steps 
just as her husband, who was coming home, ap- 
peared in tlie carriage entrance. He stopped for a 
few moments to look at his wife and turned rather 
pale. The countess was very beautiful, graceful 
and distinguished looking, with her long oval face, 
her complexion like yellow ivory, her larg^ 
eyes and her black hair; and she got into her car- 
riage without looking at him, without even seeming 
to have noticed him, with such a particularly high- 
bred air, that t^le furious jealousy by which he had 
been devoured for so long again gnawed at his 
heart. He went up to her and said; “You are going 
for a drive?” 

She merely replied disdainfully: “You see I am!” 
“In the Bois de Boulogne?” 

“Most probably.” 

“May I come with ^ou?” 

“The carriage belongs to you.” 

Without being surprised at the tone in which she 
answered him, he got in and sat down by his wife's 
aide and said: “Bois de Boulogne.” The footman 
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jumped up beside the coachman, and tiie horses as 
usual pranced and tossed their heads until they were 
in the street. Husband and wife sat side by side 
without speaking. He was thinking how to begin a 
conversation, but she maintained such an obstinately 
hard look that he did not venture to make the at- 
tempt. At last, however, he cunningly, accidentally 
as it were, touched the countess’ gloved hand with 
his own, hut she drew her arm away with a move- 
ment which was so expressive of disgust that he 
remained thoughtful, in spite of his usual authorita- 
tive and despotic character, and he said: “Gabri- 
elle!” 

“What do you want?*' 

“I think you are looking adorable." 

She did not reply, but remained lying back in the 
carriage, looking like an irritated queen. By that 
time they were driving up the ('hamps Elysees, to- 
ward the Arc dc Triomphe. That immense monu- 
ment, at the end of the long avenue, raised its 
colossal arch agdinst the red sky and the sun 
seemed to be descending on it, showering fiery dust 
on it from the sky. 

The stream of carriages, with dashes of sunlight 
reflected in the silv^- trappings of the harness and 
the glass of the lamps, flowed on in a double cur- 
rent toward the town and toward the Bois, and the 
Comte de Mascaret continue I ; “My dear Gabri- 
elle !” 

Unable to control herself any longer, she replied 
in an exasperated voice: “Oh! do leave me in 
peace, pray! I am not even allowed to have my 
carriage to myself now." He pretended not to hear 
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fcer and continued: “You never have looked so 
pretty as you do to-day.” 

Her patience had come to an end, and she replied 
with irrepressible anger: “You are wrong to notice 
it, fpr I swear to you that I will never have any- 
thing to do with you in that way again,” 

The count was decidedly stupefied and upset, and, 
his violent nature gaining the upper hand, he ex- 
claimed: “What do you mean by that?” in a tone 
that betrayed rather the brutal master than the 
lover. She replied in a low voice, so that the ser- 
vants might not hear amid the deafening noise of 
the wheels: “Ah! What do I mean by that? 
What do I mean by that? Now I recognize you 
again 1 Do you want me to tell everything?” 

“Yes.” 

“Everything that has weighed on my heart since 
I have been the victim of your terrible selfishness?” 

He had grown red with Surprise and angfer and 
he growled between his closed teeth: “Yes, tell me 
everything.” 

He was a tall, broad-shouldered man, with a big 
red beard, a handsome man, a nobleman, a man of 
the world, who passed as a perfect husband and an 
excellent father, and now, for the first time since 
they had started, she turned toward him and looked 
him full in the face: “Ah! You will hear some 
disagreeable things, but you must know that I am 
prepared for everything, that 1 fear nothing, and 
you less than any one to-day.” 

He also was looking into her eyes and was already 
shaking with rage as he said in a low voice: “You 
are mad.” 

“No, but 1 will no longer be the victim of the 
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hateful penalty of maternity, which you huYC in- 
flicted on me for eleven years! 1 wish to take my 
place in society as I have the tight to do, aa all 
women have the right to do/* 

He suddenly grew pale again and stammered: 
do not understand you.*' 

"Oh I yes; you understand me well enough. It 
IS now tliree months since I had my last child, and 
as I am still very beautiful, and as, in spite of all 
your efforts you cannot spoil my figure, as you just 
now perceived, when you saw me on the doorstep, 
you think it is time that I should think of having 
another child.** ^ 

"But you are talking nonsense !*' 

"No, I am not, I am thirty, and I have had seven 
children, and we have been married eleven years, 
and you hope that this will go on for ten years 
longer, after which you will leave off being jealous." 

He seized her arm and squeezed it, saying: "I 
will not allow you to talk to me like that much 
longer,” 

"And I shall talk to you till the end, until I have 
finished all 1 have to say to you, and if you try to 
prevent me, I shall raise my voice so that the two 
servants, who are , 'i the box may hear. I only 
allowed you to come with me for that object, for I 
have these witnesses who will oblige you to listen 
to me and to contain yourseli, so'now pay attention 
to what I say. I have always felt an antipathy to 
you, and I have always let you see it, for I have 
never lied, monsieur. You married me in spite of 
myself; you forced my parents, who were in em- 
barrassed circumstances, to give me to you, because 
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jovL were rich, and they obliged me to marry you in 
spite of my tears. 

‘'So you bought me, and as soon as I was in your 
power, as soon as I had become your companion, 
ready to attach myself to you, to forget your co- 
ercive and threatening procj^*edings, in order that I 
might only remember that I ought to be a devoted 
wife and to love you as much as it might be possible 
for me to love you, you became jealous, you, as no 
man has ever been b^'fore, with the base, ignoble 
jealousy of a spy, which was as degrading to you as 
it was to me. 1 had not been married eight months 
when you suspected me of every perfidiousness, and 
you even told me so. What a disgrace I And as 
you could not prevent me from being beautiful and 
from pleasing people, from being called in drawing- 
rooms and also in the newspapers one of the most 
beautiful women in Paris, you tried everything you 
could think of to keep admirers from me, and you 
hit upon the abominable idea of making me spend 
my life in a constant state of motherhood, until the 
time should come when 1 should disgust every man. 
Oh, do not deily it. I did not understand it for some 
time, but then I guessed it 5fou even boasted about 
it to your sister, who told me of it, for she is fond 
of me and was disgusted at your boorish coarseness. 

"Ah! Remember how you have behaved in the 
past ! How for eleven years you have compelled me 
to give up all society and simply be a mother to your 
children. And then you would grow disgusted with 
me and I was sent into the country, the family 
chateau, among fields and meadows. And when 1 
reappeared, fresh, pretty and unspoiled, still seduc- 
tive and constantly surrounded by admirers, hoping 
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that at last I should live a little more like a ridi 
young society woman, you were seized with jealousy 
again, and you began once more to persecute me 
with that infamous and hateful desire from which 
you are sulleriiig at this moment by my side. And 
it is not the desire of possessing me — for I should 
never have refused myself to you, but it is the wish 
to make me unsightly. 

"And then that abominable and mysterious thing 
occurred which I was a long time in understanding 
(but I grew sharp by dint of watching your thoughts 
and actions) : You attached >oursclf to your chil- 
dren with all the security which they gave you while 
I bore them. You felt affection for them, with all 
your aversion to me, and in spite of your ignoble 
fears, which were momentarily allayed by your 
pleasure in seeing me lose my symmetry. 

"Oh! how often have I noticed that joy in you! 
I have seen it in your eyes and guessed it. You 
loved your children as victories, and not because 
they were of your own blood. They were victories 
over me, over my youth, over my beauty, over my 
charms, over the compliments which were paid me 
and over those that w(?re whispered around me with- 
out being paid to me personally. And you are proud 
of them, you make parade of them, you take them 
out for dn\cb in your break in the Bois de Boulogne 
and you give them donkey rides at Montmorency. 
You take them to theatrical matinees so that you 
may be seen in the midst of tnem, sj that the people 
may say: ‘What a kind father' and that it may be 
repeated ” 

He bad seized her wrist with savage brutality, 
and he squeezed it so violently that ahe was quiet 
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ttid nearly cried out with the pain and he said to her 
in a whisper : 

‘T love my children, do you hear? What you 
have just told me is disgraceful in a mother. But 
you belong to me ; I am master — ^your master — can 
exact from you what I like and when I like — and I 
have the law — on my side.” 

He was trying to crush her fingers in the strong 
grip of his large, muscular hand, and she, livid with 
pain, tried in vain to free them from that vise which 
was crushing them. The agony made her breathe 
hard anJ the tears came into her eyes. “You see 
that I am the master and the stronger,” he said. 
When he somewhat loosened his grip, she asked 
him: “Do yow think that I am a religious woman?” 

He was surprised and stammered “Yes.” 

“Do you think that I could lie if I swore to the 
truth of anything to yem before an altar on which 
Qirist’s body is?” 

“No “ 

“Will you go with me to some church?” 

"What for?” 

“You shall s^ee. Will you?” 

“If you absolutely wish it, yes.” 

She raised her voice and said: “Philippe!” And 
the coachman, bending down a little, without taking 
his eyes from his horses, seemed to turn his ear 
alone toward his mistress, who continued: “Drive 
to St. Philippe-du-RouIe,” And the victoria, which 
had reached the entrance of the Bois de Boulogne, 
returned to Paris. 

Husband and wife did not exchange a word 
further during the drive, and when the carriage 
stopped before the church Madame de Mascaret 
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jumped out and entered it, followed by the county a 
few yards distant. She went, without stopping, as 
far as the choir-screen, and falling on her knees at 
a chair, she buried her face in her hands. She 
prayed for a long time, and he, standing behind her, 
could see that she was crying. She wept noiselessly, 
as women weep when they are in great, poignant 
grief. Them was a kind of undulation in her body, 
which ended in a little sob, which was hidden and 
stifled by her fingers. 

But the Comte de Mascaret thought that the 
situation was lasting too long, and lie touched hef 
on the shoulder. That contact recalled her to her- 
self, as if she had been burned, and getting up, she 
looked straight into his eyes. “This is what I have 
to say to you. I am afraid of nothing, whatever 
you may do to me. You may kill me if you like. 
One of your children is not yours, and one only; 
that I swear to you before God, who hears me here. 
That was the only revenge that was possible for me 
in return for all your abominable masculine tyran- 
nies, in return for the penal servitude of childbear- 
ing to which you have condemned me Who was 
my lover? That you* never will know! You may 
suspect every one, but you never will find out. I 
gave myself to hin. without love and without pleas- 
ure, only for the sake of betraying you, and he also 
made me a mother. Which is the child? That also 
you never will know. I have seven ; try to find out! 
1 intended to tvll you this later, for one has not 
avenged oneselt on a man by deceiving him, unless 
he knows it. You have driven me to confess it to- 
day. I have now finished.” 

She hurried through the church toward the ppes 
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Soor^ expecting to hear behind her the quick steps 
of her husband whom she had defied and to be 
knocked to the ground by a blow of his fist, but she 
heard nothing and reached her carriage. She 
jumped into it at a bound, overwhelmed with an- 
guish and breathless with fear. So she called out to 
the coachman: ‘'Homel” and the horses set off at 
a quick trot 

11 

The Q)mtcsse de Mascaret was waiting in her 
room for dinner time as a criminal sentenced to 
death awaits the hour of his execution. What was 
her husband going to do? Had he come home? 
Despotic, passionate, ready for any violence as he 
was, what was he meditating, what had he made up 
his mind to do? There was no sound in the house, 
and every moment she looked at the clock. Her 
lady’s maid had come and dressed her for the eve- 
ning and had then left the room again. Eight o’clock 
struck and almost at the same moment there were 
two knocks at the door, and the butler came in and 
announced dinher. 

“Has the count come in?” # 

“Yes, Madame la Comtesse. He is in the dining- 
room.” 

For a little moment she felt inclined to arm her- 
self with a small revolver which she had bought 
some time before, foreseeing the tragedy which was 
being rehearsed in her heart. But she remembered 
that all the children would be there, and she took 
nothing except a bottle of smelling salts. He rose 
somewhat ceremoniously from his chair. They cx- 
ahanged a slight bow and sat down. The three 
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Boys with their tutor, Abbe Martin, were on her 
right and the three girls, with Miss Smith, their 
English governess, were on her left. The youngest 
child, who was only three months old, remained ui>- 
stairs with his nurse. 

The abbe said grace as usual when there was no 
company, for the children did not come down to 
dinner when guests were present. Then they began 
dinner. The countess, suffering from emotion, 
which she had not calculated upon, remained with 
her eyes cast down, while the count scrutinized now 
the three boys and now the three girls with an 
uncertain, unhappy expression, which travelled from 
one to the other. Suddenly pushing his wineglass 
from him, it broke, and the wine was spilt on the 
tablecloth, and at the slight noise caused by this 
little accident the countess started up from her chair, 
and for the first time they looked at each other. 
Then, in spite of themselves, in spite of the irrita- 
tion of their nerves caused by every glance, they 
continued to exchange looks, rapid as pistol shots. 

The abbe, who felt that there was some cause for 
embarrassment which he could not divine, attempted 
to begin a convcrsatioif and tried various subjects, 
but his useless efforts gave rise to no ideas and did 
not bring out a word. The countess, wuth feminine 
tact and obeying her instincts of a woman of the 
world, attempted to answer hi^,i two or tliree times, 
but in vain. She could not find words, in the per- 
plexity of her mind, and her own voice almost fright- 
ened her in the silence of the large room, where 
nothing was heard except the slight sound of plates 
and knives and forks 

Suddenly her husband said to her, bending for- 
so 
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ward: *‘Hcre, amid your children, will you swear 
to me that what you told me just now is true?'^ 

The hatred which was fermenting in her veins 
suddenly roused her, and replying to that question 
with the same firmness with which she had replied 
to his looks, she raised both her hands, the right 
pointing toward the boys and the left toward the 
girls, and said in a hrm, resolute voice and without 
any hesitation: “On the head of my children, I 
swear that I have told you the truth.” 

He got up and throwing his table napkin on the 
table with a movement of exasperation, he turned 
round and dung his chair against the wall, and then 
went out without another word, while she, uttering 
a deep sigh, as if after a first victory, went on in 
a calm voice; “You must not pay any attention to 
what your father has just said, my darlings; he was 
very much upset a short time ago, but he will be all 
right again in a few days.” 

Then she talked with the abbe and Miss Smith 
and had tender, pretty words for all lier children, 
those sweet, tender mother's ways which unfold 
little hearts. ' 

When dinner was over she went into the drawing- 
room, all her children following her. She made the 
elder op<'s chatter, and when tlieir bedtime came she 
kissed them for a long time and then went alone 
into her room. 

She waited, for she had no doubt that the count 
would come, and she made up her mind then, as her 
children wcie not with her, to protect herself as a 
woman of the world as she would protect her life, 
and in the pocket of her dress she put the little 
loaded revolver which she had bought a few da3rs 
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previously. The hours went by, the hours struck, 
and every sound was hushed in the house. Only the 
cabs continued to rumble through the streets, but 
their noise was only heard vaguely through the 
shuttered and curtained windows. 

She waited, full of nervous energy, without any 
fear of him now, ready for anything, and almost 
triumphant, fot she had found means of torturing 
him continually during every moment of his life. 

But the first gleam of dawn came in through the 
fringe at the bottom of her curtain without his hav- 
ing come into her room, and then she awoke to the 
fact, with much amazement, that he was not coming. 
Having locked and bolted her door, for greater 
security, she went to bed at last and remained there, 
with her eyes open, thinking and barely understand- 
ing it all, without being able to guess what he was 
going to do. 

When her maid brought her tea she at the same 
time handed her a letter from her husband. He told 
her that he was going to undertake a longish jour- 
ney and in a postscript added that his lawyer would 
provide her with any sums of money she might re* 
quire tor all her expenses. 

Ill 

It was at the opera, betweer two acts of “Robert 
the Devil.” In the stalls the men wcie standing up, 
with their hats on, their waistcoats cut very low so 
as to show a large amount of white shirt front, in 
which gold and jewelled studs glistened, and were 
looking at the boxes full of ladies in low dresses 
covered with diamonds and pearls, who were ex- 
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panding like flowers in that illuminated hothouse, 
where the beauty of their faces and the whiteness of 
their shoulders seemed to bloom in order to be gazed 
at, amid the sound of the music and of human voices. 

Two friends, with their backs to the orchestra, 
were scanning those rows of elegance, that exhibi- 
tion of real or false charms, of jewels, of luxury 
and of pretension which displayed itself in all parts 
of the Grand Theatre, and one of them, Roger de 
Salnis, said to his companion, Bernard Grandiu: 
"Just look how beautiful the Comtesse de Mascaret 
still is.” 

The older man in turn looked through his opera 
glasses at a trill lady in a box opposite. She ap- 
peared to he still very young, and her striking beauty 
seemed to attract all eyes in every corner of the 
house. Her pale complexion, of an ivory tint, gave 
her the appearance of a statue, while a small dia- 
mond coronet glistened on her black hair like a 
streak of liglit. 

When he had looked at her for some time, Bernard 
Grandin replied with a jocular accent of sincere 
conviction: *‘You may well call her beautiful!" 

"How old do you think she is ?*' 

**Wait n uiouicnt. I can tell yon exactly, for I 
have known her since she was a child and I saw her 
make her debut into society when she was quite a 
girl. She is — she is — thirty — thirty-six.' 

"Impossible !” 

"I am sure of it.” 

"She looks twenty-five.” 

"She has had seven children.” 

"It is incredible.” 

"And what is more, they are all seven alive^ as 
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she is a very g;ood mother. I occasionally go to the 
house, which is a very quiet and pleasant one, where 
one may see the phenomenon of the family in the 
midst of society ” 

‘‘How very strange I And have there never been 
any reports about her?” 

“Never ” 

“But what about her husband? He is peculiar, is 
he not ?” 

“Yes and no. Very likely there has been a little 
drama between them, one of those little domestic 
dramas which one suspects, never finds out exactly, 
but guesses at pretty closely.” 

“What IS it^*” 

“I do not know anything about it Mascaret leads 
a very fast life now, after being a model husband. 
As long as he remained a good spouse ht had a 
shocking temper, was crabbed and easily took of- 
fence, but since he has been leading his present wild 
life he has become quite diflcrent But one might 
surmise that he has some trouble, a worm gnawing 
somewhere, for he has aged very much ” 

Thereupon the two frtends talked philosophically 
for some minutes about the scciet, unknowable 
troubles which diflercaces of chdracter or perhaps 
physical antipathies, which were not perceived at 
first, give rise to in families, an 1 then Roger de 
Salnis, who was still looking at Madame de Mascaret 
through his opera glasses, said* “It is almost in- 
credible that that woman can have had seven chil- 
dren !” 

“Yes, in eleven years; after which, when she wa» 
thirty, she refused to have any more, in order to 
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her place in society, which she seems likely to 
do for many years*” 

"Poor women!” 

“Why do you pity them?” 

“Why? Ah! my dear fellow, just consider! 
iffleven years in a cottditien of motherhood for such 
woman! What a hell! All her youth, all her 
beauty, every hope of success, every poetical ideal 
of a brilliant life sacrificed to that abominable law 
of reproduction which turns the normal woman into 
a mere machine for bringing children into the 
world,” 

“What would you have? It is only Nature!” 
“Yes, but I say that Nature is our enemy, that 
we must always fight against Nature, for she is con- 
Snually bringing us back to an animal state. You 
may be sure that God has not put anything on this 
earth that is clean, pretty, elegant or accessory to 
our ideal; the human brain has done it ft is man 
who has introduced a little grace, beauty, unknown 
charm and mystery into creation by singing about 
it, interpreting it, by admiring it as a poet, idealizing 
it as an artist and by explaining it through science, 
doubtless making mistakes, but finding ingenious 
reasons, hidden grace and beauty, unknown charm 
and mystery in the various phenomena of Nature. 
God created only coarse beings, full of the germs 
of disease, who, after a few years of bestial enjoy- 
ment, grow old and infirm, with all the ugliness and 
all the want of power of human decrepitude. He 
seems to have made them only in order that they 
may reproduce their species in an ignoble manner 
and then die like ephemeral insects. I said repro- 
duce thetr species in an ignoble manner and 1 adhere 
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to that expression. What is there as a matter of 
fact more i^oble and more repugnant than that act 
of reproduction of living beings, against which all 
delicate minds always have revolted and always will 
revolt? Since all the organs which have been in- 
vented by this economical and malicious Creator 
serve two purposes, why did He not choo&e another 
method of performing that sacred mission, which is 
the noblest and the most exalted of all human func- 
tions? The mouth, which nourishes the body by 
means of material food, also diffuses abroad speech 
and thought. Our flesh renews itself of its own 
accord, while we are thinking about it. The olfac- 
tory organs, through which the vital air reaches the 
lungs, communicate all the perfumes of the world 
to the brain : the smell of flowers, of woods, of trees, 
of the sea. The ear, which enables us to communi- 
cate with our fellow men, has also allowed us to 
invent music, to create dreams, happiness, infinite 
and even physical pleasure by means of sound ! But 
one might say that the cynical and cunning Creator 
wished to prohibit man from ever ennobling and 
idealizing his intercourse with women. Nevertheless 
man has found love, whiah is not a bad reply to that 
sly Deity, and he has adorned it with so much 
poetry that woman oi.en torgets the sensual part of 
it. Those among us who are unable to deceive them- 
selves have invented vice and refined debauchery, 
which is another way of laughing at God and paying 
homage, immodest homage, to beauty. 

^*£ut the normal man begets children just like an 
animal coupled with another by law. 

^'Look at that woman! Is it not abominable to 
think that such a jewel, such a pearl, born to be 
i6 
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beautiful, admired, feted and adored, has spent 
eleven years of her life in providing heirs for the 
Comte de Mascaret?” 

Bernard Grandin replied with a laugh: ‘There 
IS a great deal of truth in ail that, but very few peo* 
pie would understand you.'* 

Salnis became more and more animated. “Do you 
know how I picture God myself?” he said. “As an 
enormous, creative organ beyond our ken, who scat- 
ters millions of worlds into space, just as one single 
fish would deposit its spawn in the sea. He creates 
because it is His function as God to do so, but He 
does not know what He is doing and is stupidly pro- 
lific in His work and is ignorant of the combinations 
of all kinds which are produced by His scattered 
germs. The human mind is a lucky little local, pass- 
ing accident which was totally unforeseen, and con- 
demned to disappear with tliis earth and to recom- 
mence perhaps here or elsewhere the same ffr differ- 
ent with fresh combinations of eternally new begin- 
nings. We owe it to this little lapse of intelligence 
on His part that we are very uncomfortable in this 
world which* was not made for us, which had not 
been prepared to receive us^ to lodge and feed us or 
to satisfy reflecting beings, and we owe it to Him 
also that we have to struggle without ceasing against 
what arc still called the designs of Providence, when 
we are really refined and civilized beings.” 

Grandin, who was listening to him attentively as 
he had long known the surprising outbursts of his 
imagination, asked him: “Then you believe that 
human thought is the spontaneous product of blind 
divine generation ?” 

“Naturally! A fortuitous function of the nerve 
17 
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cenCrea of our brain, like the unforeseen chemical 
action due to new mixtures and similar also to a 
charge of electricity, caused by friction or the unex- 
pect^ proximity of some substance, similar to all 
phenomena caused by the infinite and fruitful fer« 
mentation of living matter. 

“But, my dear fellow, the truth of this must be 
evident to any one who looks about him. If the 
human mind, ordained by an omniscient Creator, had 
been intended to be what it has become, exacting, in- 
quiring, agitated, tormented — so different from mere 
animal thought and resignation — would the world 
which was created to receive the beings which we 
now arc have been this unpleasant little park for 
small game, this salad patch, this wooded, rocky and 
spherical kitchen garden where your improvident 
Providence had destined us to live naked, in cavea 
or under trees, nourished on the flesh of slaughtered 
animals, our brethren, or on raw vegetables nour- 
ished by the sun and the rain ? 

“But it is sufficient to reflect for a moment, in 
order to understand that this world was not made 
for such creatures as we are. Thought, which is 
developed by a miracle in the nerves of the cells in 
our brain, powerless, ignorant and confused as it is^ 
and as it will always remain, makes all of us who 
are intellectual beings eternal and wretched exiles 
on earth. 

“Look at this earth, as God has given it to those 
who inhabit it Is it not visibly and solely made, 
planted and covered with forests for the sake of 
animals? What is there for us? Nothing. And for 
them, everything, and they have nothing to do but 
cat or go hunting and eat each other, according 
i8 
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to their instincts, for God never foresaw gentleness 
and peaceable manners; He only foresaw the death 
of creatures which were bent on destroying and de- 
vouring each other. Are not the quail, the pigeon 
and the partridge the natural prey of the hawk? the 
sheep, the stag and the oxr that of the great flesh- 
eating animals, rather than meat to be fattened and 
served up to us with truffles, which have been un- 
earthed by pigs for our special benefit? 

“As to ourselves, the more civilized, intellectual 
and refined we are, the more we ought to conquer 
and subdue that animal instinct, which represents 
the will of God in us. And so, in order to mitigate 
our lot as brutes, we have discovered and made 
everything, beginning with houses, then exquisite 
food, sauces, sweetmeats, pastry, drink, stuffs, 
clothes, ornaments, beds, mattresses, carriages, rail- 
ways and innumerable machines, besides arts and 
sciences, writing and poetry. Every ide^ comes 
from us as do all the amenities of life, in order to 
make our existence as simple reproducers, for which 
divine Provi<^ence solely intended us, less monoto- 
nous and less hard. 

“Look at this theatre. Vs there not here a human 
world created by us, unforeseen and unknown to 
eternal fate, intelligible to our minds alone, a sen- 
sual and intellectual distraction, which has been 
invented solely by and for that discontentexid and 
restless little animal, man? 

“Look at that woman, Madame de Mascaret. 
God intended her to live in a cave, naked or wrapped 
up in the skins of wild animals. But is she not 
better as she is? But, speaking of her, does any 
one know why and how her brute of a husband, 
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having such a companion by his side, and especially 
after having been boorish enough to make her a 
mother seven times, has suddenly left her, to run 
after bad v^^omen^’* 

Grandin repliul: “Oh! my dear fellow, this is 
probably the only reason. He found that raising a 
family was becoming loo expensive, and from lea- 
sons of domestic economy he has armed at the same 
principles which you lay down as a philosopher.” 

Just then the curiam rose for the third act, and 
they turned round, took off their hats and sat down. 

IV 

The Comte and Comtesse Mascaret were sitting 
side by side in tlie carnage which v\ is taking them 
home from the Opera, without speaking But sud- 
denly the husband said to lus wife “Gabnclle !” 

“What do you want?” 

“Don’t you think that this has lasted long 
enough ?“ 

“What?” 

“The horrible punishment to winch you have con- 
demned me for the last six }cais?” 

“What do >ou w'ant? I cannot help it” 

“Then lell me whic* of them it is.” 

“Never.” 

“Think that I can no longer see iny children or 
feel them round me, without h*viiig m> heart bur- 
dened with this doubt Tell me which of them it is, 
and I swear that 1 will forgive you and treat it like 
the others.” 

“I have not the right to do so ” 

you not see that I can no longer indure this 
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life, this thought which is wearing me out, or this 
question which I am constantly asking myself, this 
question which tortures me each time 1 look at 
them ? It is driving me mad.” 

"Then you have suffered a great deal?” she said. 

"Terribly. Should 1, without that, have accepted 
the horror of living by your side, and the still 
greater horror of feeling and knowing that there is 
one among them whom I cannot recognize and who 
prevents me from loving the others?” 

“Then you have really suffered very much?” she 
repeated. 

And he replied in a constrained and sorrowful 
voice : 

“Yes, for do I not tell you every day that it is 
intolerable torture to me? Should I have remained 
in that house, near you and them, if I did not love 
them ? Oh ! You have behaved abominably toward 
me. All the affection of my heart I have ifestowed 
upon my children, and that you know. I am for 
them a father of the olden time, as I was for you a 
husband of one of the families of old, for by instinct 
I have remained a natural man, a man of former 
days. Yes, I will confess it, you have made me ter- 
ribly jealous, because you are a woman of another 
race, of another soul, with other requirements. Oh I 
I shall never forget the things you said to me, but 
from that day 1 troubled myself no more about you. 
I did not kill jou, because then I shonlcl have had 
no means on earth of ever discovering which of our 
— of your children is not mine. I have waited, hut 
I have siidered more than you would believe, for 
I can no longer venture to love them, except,, per- 
haps, the two eldest ; I no longer venture to look at 
21 
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them, to call them to me, to kiss them ; I cannot take 
them on my knee without asking mystelf, ‘Can it be 
this one?' I have been correct in my behavior 
toward you for six years, and even kind and com- 
plaisant. Tell me the truth, and I swear that 1 will 
do nothing unkind.” 

He thought, in spite of the darkness of the car- 
riage, that he could perceive that she was moved, 
and feeling certain that she was going to speak at 
last, he said: ‘T beg you, I beseech you to tell 
me ” he said. 

“I have been more guilty than you think perhaps,” 
she replied, “but I could no longer endure that life 
of continual motherhood, and I had only one means 
of driving you from me. I lied before God and I 
lied, with my hand raised to my children's head, for 
I never have wronged you.” 

He seized her arm in the darkness, and squeezing 
it as he had done on that terrible day of their drive 
in the Bois de Boulogne, he stammered. “Is that 
true ?'’ 

“It is true.” 

But, wild with grief, he said with a groan: “I 
shall have fre^^h doubts th,at wall never end! When 
did you lie, the last lime or now ? How am I to be- 
lieve you at present? ilow can one believe a woman 
after that? I shall never again know what I am 
to think. I would rather you had said to me, Tt is 
Jacques or it is Jeanne.' ” 

The carriage drove into the courtyard of the 
house and when it had drawn up in front of the 
steps the count alighted first, as usual, and offered 
his wife his arm to mount the stairs. As soon as 
they reached the first floor he said : “May I speak to 
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jtm for a few moments longer?*^ And slie replied, 
T am quite willing/' 

They went into a small drawing-room and a foot- 
man, in some surprise, lighted the wax candles. As 
soon as he had left the room and they were alone 
the count continued : “How am I to know the truth ? 
I have begged you a thousand times to speak, but 
you have remained dumb, impenetrable, inflexible, 
inexorable, and now to-day you tell me that you 
have been lying, b'or six years you have actually 
allowed me to believe such a thing! No, you are 
lying now, I do not know why, but out of pity for 
me, perhaps?” 

She replied in a sincere and convincing manner; 
“If I had not done so. I should have had four more 
children in the last six years !” 

“Can a mother speak like that?” 

“Oh !” she replied, “I do not feel that I am the 
mother of children who never have been born ; it 
enough for me to be the mother of those that I have 
and to love them with all my heart. I am a woman 
of the civilized woild, monsieur — we all are — and 
we are no longer, and we refuse to be, mere females 
to restock the earth.” 

She got up, but he seized her hands. “Only one 
word, Gabriclle. Tell me the truth !” 

“I have just told you. I never have dishonored 
you.” 

He looked her full in the face, and how beautiful 
she was, with her gray eyes, like the cold sky. In 
her dark hair sparkled the diamond coronet, like a 
radiance. He suddenly felt, felt by a kind of intui- 
tion, that this grand creature was not merely a being 
destined to perpetuate the race, but the strange and 
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ni3rsteriou8 product of all our complicated desires 
which have been accumulating in us for centuries 
but which have been turned aside from their primi- 
tive and divine object and have wandered after a 
mystic, imperfectly perceived and intangible beauty. 
There are some women like that, who blossom only 
for our dreams, adorned with every poetical attribute 
of civilization, with that ideal luxury, coquetry and 
esthetic charm which surround woman, a living 
statue that brightens our life. 

Her husband remained standing before her, stupe- 
fied at his tardy and obscure discovery, confusedly 
hitting on the cause of his former jealousy and 
understanding it all very imperfectly, and at last he 
said: 'T believe you, for I feel at this moment that 
you are not lying, and before I really thought that 
you were.” 

She put out her hand to him: ”We are friends 
then?” 

He took her hand and kissed it and replied: ”Wc 
are friends. Thank you, Gabrielle.” 

Then he went out, still looking at her, and sur- 
prised that she was still so beautiful and feeling a 
strange emotion arising ip him. 



